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TIR GOLDEN: VERSES or PYTHAGORAS, 


; TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK. 
Na 
14 THE R E A DE R. 


1 HOPE the reader will forgive the liberty I have, 
taken in tranſlating theſe Verſes ſomewhat at large, 


without which it would have been almoſt impoſſible 
to have given any kind of turn in Engliſh poetry to ſo 
dry a ſubject. The ſenſe of the Author is, I hope, 
no where miſtaken; and if there ſeems in ſome places 
to be ſome additions in the Engliſh verſes to the Greek 
text, they are only ſuch as may be juſtified from 


Hierocles's Commentary, and delivered by him as 


the larger and explained ſenſe of the Author's ſho 
precept. I have in ſome few places ventured to differ 
from the learned Mr. Dacier's French interpretation, 
as thoſe that ſhall give themſelves the trouble of a 
ſtrict compari ſon will find. How far I am in the 
aight, 1 is left to the reader to determine. 


7” | FIRST 
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2 ROWE'S POEMS, 
IRS T to the gods thy humble homage pay; 
The greateſt this, and firſt of laws, obey : 
Perform thy vows, obſerve thy pliglited troth, 
4 And let religion bind thee to thy oath. , 
| - The heroes next demand thy juſt regard, wk 


. Renown'd on earth, and to the ſtars preferr d, 

T's light and endleſs life, their virtve's ſure Wand. 
Due rites perform and honours to the dead, 

To every wiſe, to every pious ſhade. 


With lowly duty to thy parents bow, 10 
And grace and favour to thy kindred ſhow : _ 

For what concerns the reſt of human kind, _ 

» Chooſe out the man to virtue beſt inclin'd ; 

Him to thy arms receive, him to thy boſom bind. 


Poſſeſt of ſuch a friend, preſerve him ſtill x5. 
: Nor thwart. his counſels with thy ſtubborn will ; 5 3 
Pliant to all his admonitions pro 7 5 ä 
And yield to all his offices of lo 
+ Nim from thy heart, ſo.true, ſo 160 dear, 
Let no raſh. word nor light offences tear. 


Bear all thou canſt, ſtill with his failings, firive, 

And to the utmoſt ftill, and ſtill forgive; 

For ſtrong neceſſity . explores s 

- The ſecret vigonr of our latent powers, a 

Rouzes and urges on the lazy beart, 2 

Force, to itſelf unknown before, t' exert. 1 

Buy uſe thy ſtronger appetites aſſwage, 

Thy gluttony, thy floth, thy luſt, thy rage ; 

From each diſhoneſt act of ſhame forbear ; T6 
„Of others, and thyſelf, alike beware. 30 
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THE GOLDEN VERSES. 3 
Let reverence of thyſelf thy thoughts control, 
And guard the ſacred temple of thy foul. 
Let juſtice o'er thy word and deed preſide, 


And reaſon ev*n thy meaneſt actions guide : 
For know that death is man's appointed doom, 35 


Know that the day of great account will come, 


Each word, each deed, be in the balance laid, 

And all the good and all the ill moſt juſtly be repaid. 
For wealth, the periſhing, uncertain good, 49 
Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, ; 
That knows no ſure, no fix'd abiding-place, 

But wandering loves from hand to hand to paſs ; 
Revolve the getter's joy and loſer's pain, 


When thy paſt life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey'd, 


And think if it be worth thy while to gain, 45 


Of all thoſe forrows that attend mankind, 
With patience bear the lot to thee aſſign d; 
Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load; 


For know what man calls Fortune is from God. 


In what thou may'ſt, from wiſdom ſeek relief, 50 
And let her healing hand aſſwage thy grief; | 
Yet ſtill whate'er the righteous doom ordains, 


What cauſe ſoever multiplies thy pains, 


Let not thoſe pains as ils be underſtood ; 

For God delights not to afflit the good, 1 
The reaſoning art, to various ends apply d, 

Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring guide. 

Thy judgment therefore ſound and cool preſerve, 

Nor lightly from thy reſolution ſwerve; 


The dazzling pomp of words does oft deceive, 60 


And ſweet perſuaſion wins the eaſy to believe. 
B 2 When 


24 — 1 O WES P OE MS. 


When fools and. lyars labour to perſuade, . 
Be dumb, and let t the; babblers vainly plead, 
This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 


This nearly does, and firſt, thyſelf concern; by 


Let not example, let no ſoothing tongue, 
Prevail upon thee with a Syren's ſong, 
To do thy ſoul's immortal eſſence wrong, 

Of good and ill by wards or deeds expreſt, _ 
Chooſe for thyſelf, and always chooſe the beſt. 
Let wary thought each enterprize forerun, 

And ponder on thy taſk before begun, 
Leſt folly ſhould the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy fruitleſs labours with diſgrace. 
Fools huddle on, and always are in haſte, 


* without thought, and thoughtleſs words they waſte, 


But thou, in all thou. doſt, with early cares 
Strive to prevent at firſt a fate like theirs; 
That ſorrow on the end may never wait, 


Nor ſharp repentance make thee wiſe too late. + 


Beware thy meddling hand in aught to try, 


That does beyond thy reach of knowledge lie; 


But ieek to know, and bend thy ſerious thought 
To ſearch the profitable knowledge out. 
So joys on joys for ever ſhall increaſe, 


Wiſdom ſhall crown thy labours, and ſhall bleſs 
Thy life with pleaſure, and thy end with peace. 


Nor let the body: want its,part, but ſhare. 
A juſt proportion of thy tender care: 
For health and welfare prudently. provide, 
18 let its lawful wants be all ſupply d. 


75 


Decaying nature's waſted force repair; 


Le et ſober draughts refreſh, and wholeſome fare ; y * 
And ſprightly exerciſe the duller ſpirits chear. f 


THE GOLDEN 'V ERSES. 1 


In all things ſtill which to this care belong, 8 
Obſerve this rule, to guard thy ſoul from wrong. 95 
By virtuous uſe thy life and manners frame, | 
Manly and ſimply pure, and free from blame. 

Provoke not.envy's deadly rage, but fly 
The glancing curſe of her malicious eye. 


Seek not in needleſs luxury to waſte | 100 
Thy wealth and ſubſtance with a ſpendthrift's haſte. 
Vet flying theſe, be watchful, leſt thy mind, . 
Prone to extremes, an equal danger find, | oY | 
And be to ſordid avarice inclin'd. 


Diſtant alike from each, to neither lean,. 105” 
But ever keep the happy Golden Mean. 

Be careful ſtill to guard thy ſoul from wrong, 
And let thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue. 

Let not-the ſtealing God of Sleep ſurprize, 
Nor creep in ſlumbers on thy weary eyes, 110 
Ere every action of the former day 
Strictly thou doſt and righteouſly ſurvey. 
With reverence at thy own tribunal ſtand, 
And anſwer juſtly to thy own demand. f 
Where have I been ? In what have I trangreſs'd? 115 
What good or ill has this day's life expreſs'd ? OY 
Where have I fail'd in what I ought to do ? 
In what to God, to man, or to myſelf I owe? 
Inquire ſevere what-e'er from firſt to laſt, 
From morning s dawn;till eyening's gloom, has paſt. 120 

£41 199% * 3 If 


6 ROWE'S POEMS. 
IF evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn, 
And let thy ſoul with ſtrong remorſe be torn. | 
If good, the good with peace of mind repay, | 
And to thy ſecret ſelf with pleaſure ſay, 5 
Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day. 0 
Theſe thoughts, and chiefly theſe thy mind ſhould 
moye, | 
Employ thy ſtudy, and 2 thy love. 
Theſe are the rules which will to Virtue lead, 
And teach thy feet her heavenly paths to tread. 
This by his name I ſwear, whoſe ſacred lore 
Firſt to mankind explain'd the myſtic Four, 8 
Source of eternal nature and almighty power. 
In all thou doſt firſt let thy prayers aſcend, | 
And to thy gods thy labours firſt commend : 6 
From them implore ſucceſs, and hope a proſperous end- 
So ſhall thy abler mind be taught to ſoar, 
And wiſdom in her ſecret ways explore; 
To range through heaven above and earth below, 
Immortal gods and mortal men to know. 
So ſhalt thou learn what power does all control, 140 
What bounds the parts, and what unites the whole: 
And rightly judge, in all this wondrous frame, 
How univerſal Nature is the ſame t 
So ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain affections place 
On hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs. 145 
Man, wretched 1nan, thou ſhalt be taught to know, 
Who bears within himſelf the inborn cauſe of woe. 
Unhappy race ! that never yet could tell, 
How near their good and Ty they dwell. | 
m__ 'd 
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Depriv'd of ſenſe, they neither hear nor ſeez ,. Y* 
Fetter'd in vice, they ſeek not to be free, 6 
But ſtupid, to their own ſad fate agree: 
Like ponderous rolling- ſtones, oppreſs'd with ill, . 
The weight that loads them makes them roll on till, a 
Bereft of choice and freedom of the will ; > 
For native ſtrife in every boſom reigns, 
And ſecretly an impious war maintains: 
Provoke not this, but let the combat ceaſe, }. 
And every yielding paſſion ſue for peace, | 
Would'ſt thou, great Jove, thou father of mankind, 
Reveal the Dæmon for that taſk aſſign'd, : 
The wretched race an end of woes would find, } 
Aad yet be bold, O man, divine thou art, 
And of the gods celeſtial eſſence part. 
Nor ſacred nature is from thee conceal'd, 163 
But to thy race her myſtic rules reveal'd. 
Theſe if to know thou happily attain, 
Soon ſhalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain, 
Thy wounded foul to health thou ſhalt reſtore, | 
And free from every pain ſhe felt before. 170 
Abſtain, I warn, from meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy body pure, ſo free thy ſoul ; 
So rightly judge; thy reaſon ſo maintain 3 ; 
Reaſon which heaven did for thy guide ordain, 
Let that beft reaſon ever hold the rein. : 
Then if this mortal Body thou forſake, | | 
And thy glad flight to the pure æther take, \ 
Among the gods exalted ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, incorruptible, divine : 
The tyrant death ſecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark OI of the graves 
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1 
THE LATE GLORIOUS SUCCESSES, &c 


HUMBLY INSCRIBED ro 
THE LORD TREASURER GODOLPHIN, 
WY HE kings and nations on thy counſels wait, 
And Anna truſts to thee the Britiſh Rate 
While fame, to thee, from every foreign coaſt, 
Flies with the news of empires won and loſt, 
Relates whate'er her buſy eyes beheld, | 
And tells the fortune of each bloody field; 
While, with officious duty, crowds attend, 
To hail the labours of thy god-like friend, x 
Vouchſafe the Muſe's humbler joy to hear; 
For ſacred numbers ſhall be ſtill thy care; 10 
Though mean the verſe, though lowly be the ſtrain, 
Though leaſt regarded be the Muſt, of all the tuneful 


train, | 
Yet riſe, neglected nymph, avow thy flame, _ 


Aſſert th' inſpiring god, and greatly aim 

To make thy numbers equal to thy theme. 

From heaven derive thy verſe ;. to heaven belong 

The counſels of the wiſe, and battles of the ſtrong. 

To. heaven the royal Anna owes, alone, 

The virtues which adorn and guard her throne; 
Thence is her juſtice wretches to redreſs, 20 


Thence is her mercy and her love of peace; 5 | 
| * ä | Thence 


ON THE QUEEN'S SUCEESS. 5 
Thence is her power, her ſceptre uncontrol'd, 
To bend the ſtubborn, and repreſs the bold 
Her peaceful arts fierce factions to aſſwage, | 
To heal their breaches, and to ſooth their rage; 25 
Thence is that happy prudence, which preſides 5 
In each deſign, and every action guides; 
Thence is ſhe taught her ſhining court to grace, 
And fix the worthieſt in the worthieſt place, 
To truſt at home Godolphin's watchful care, 360 
And ſend victorious Churchill forth to war. b 
Ariſe, ye nations reſcued by her ſword, 
Freed from the bondage of a foreign lord, 
Ariſe, and join the heroine to bleſs, 
Behold ſhe ſends to ſave you from diſtreſs ; 35. 
Rich is the royal bounty ſhe beſtows, 
"Tis plenty, peace, and ſafety from your foes. 
And thou, Iberia! rous'd at length, diſdain 
To wear inſlav'd the Gallic tyrant's chain. 
For ſee ! the Britiſh genius comes, to cheer 40 
Thy fainting ſons, and kindle them to war. | 
With her own glorious fires their ſouls ſhe warms, 
And bids them burn for: liberty and arms. 
Unhappy land | the foremoſt once in fame, 
Onee lifting to the ſtars thy noble name, 45 
In arts excelling, and in arms ſevere, ; 
The weſtern kingdoms' envy, and their fear: 
Where is thy pride, thy conſcious honour, flown, 
Thy ancient valour, and thy firſt renown ? 
How art thou ſunk among the nations now ! 
How haſt thou taught thy haughty neck to bow, 
And dropt the warrior's wreath inglorious from thy 
brow! 
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Not thus of old her valiant father bore 
The bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 
But, oft, alternate, made the victors yield, 35 


And prov'd their might in many a well- fought field L 
Bold in defence of liberty they ſtood, | 
And doubly dy'& their croſs in Mooriſh blood: 


Then in heroic arms their knights excell'd, 


The tyrant then and giant then they quelFd, 60 
Then every nobler thought their minds did move, 


And thoſe who tought for freedom, figh'd for love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred flames united live, 


At once they languiſh, and once revive ; 


Alike they ſhun the coward and the ſlave, 65 
But bleſs the free, the virtuous, and the brave. 
Nor frown, ye fair, nor think my verſe untrue; 4 
Though we diſdain that man ſhould man ſubdue, 


| Yet all the free-born race are ſlaves alike to you, 


Yet, once again that glory 7 
The Britons feek the Celtiberian ſhore. 
With echoing peals, at Anna's high command, 

Their naval thunder wakes the drowſy land; 

High at their head, Tberia's promis'd lord, 

Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining ſword 
His youthful veins with hopes of empire glow, | 
Swell his bold heart, and urge him on the foe : 


With joy he reads, in every warriors face, 


Some happy omen of a ſure fucceſs; 
Then leaps exulting on the hoſtile ſtrand, to 
And thinks the deſtin'd ſceptre in his hand. 
Nor fate denies, what firft his wiſhes name, 
Proud Barcelona owns his juſter claim, 
With 
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ON THE QUEEN'S: SUCCESS. 22 
With the firſt laurel binds his youthful brows, 
And, pledge of futurecrowns, the mural wreath * 
But ſoon the equal of his youthful years, 
Philip of Bourbon's haughty line appears; 
Like hopes attend his birth, like glories grace, 
(If glory can be in a tyrant's race) 
In numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 90 
But nearer draws the black impending war; 
He views his hoſt, then ſcorns the rebel town, 
And dooms to certain death the rival of his crown. 
Now fame and empire, all the nobler ſpoils 
That urge the hero, and reward his toils, 95 
Plac'd in their view, alike their hopes engage, 
And fire their breaſts with more than mortal rage. | 
Not lawleſs love, not vengeanee, nor defpair, | 
So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, 5 
As when ambition prompts the great to war; 
As youthful kings, when, ſtriving for renown, 
They prove their might in arms, and combat for a crown. 
Hard was the cruel ſtrife, and doubtful long 
Betwixt the chiefs ſuſpended conqueſt hung; 
Till, forc'd at length, diſdaining much to yield, 105 
Charles to his rival quits the fatal field. 
Numbers and fortune o'er his right prevail, 
And ev'n the Britifh valour ſeems to fail; 
And yet they fail'd not all. In that extreme, 
Conſcious of virtue, liberty, and fame, 110 
They vow the youthful monarch's fate to ſhare, 
Above diſtreſs, unconquer'd by deſpair, 5 


Still to defend the town, and animate the war. 
| But 


1 NOW EUS POEMS. 
* But la! when every better hope was paſt, 


. When every day of danger ſeem'd their faſt, 115 D. 
Far on the diſtant ocean, they ſurvey, | 2 


Where a proud navy plows its watery way.. | 
Nor long they doubted, but with joy deſcry, |, * 
Upon the chief's tall top-maſts waving N 8 
The Britiſh crofs and Belgic lion fly. 
Loud with. tumultuous clamour, loud they rear 
Their cries of ecſtaſy, and rend the air; 
In peals on peals the ſhouts triumphant riſe, 
Spread ſwift, and rattle through the ſpacious ſkies; 
While, from below, old ocean groans profound, 
The walls, the rocks, the ſhores, repel the ſound, F 
Ring with the : deafening ſhock, and thunder all around. 
Such was the. joy the Trojan youth expreſs'd 5 
=_- - Who, by the fierce Rutilian's ſiege diſtreſs'd; - 8 
3 Were by che Tyrrhene aid at length releas'd; 
When young Aſcanius, then in arms firſt ey d, 
Numbers and every other want ſupply d, 8 
And haughty Turnus from his walls defy d; 
Sav'd in the town an empire yet to come, 
And fix'd the fate of his imperial Rome. - 13% 
But oh! what verſe, what numbers, ſhall reveal 
Thoſe pangs of rage and grief the vanquiſh'd feel! 
Who ſhall retreating Philip's ſhame i impart, 
And tell the anguiſh of his labouring heart! | A 
What paint, what ſpeaking pencil, ſhall expreſs 140 F. 
The blended paſſions ſtriving in his face! J 4 
Hate, indignation, courage, pride, remorſe, A F. 
With W of glory * the loſer s 1 curſe... 7 


ON THE QUEEN'S SUCCESS. 13 
Fatal ambition] ſay what wondrous-charms ' 
Delude mankind to toil for thee in arms! 245 
When all thy ſpoils, thy wreaths in battle-won, | 
The pride of power, and glory of a crown, 
When all wat gives, when all the great can gain, 
8 Ev'n thy whole pleaſure, pays not half thy pain. 
All hail! ye ſofter, happier arts of peace, 180 
Secur d from harms, and bleſt with learned cafe 3 
In battles, blood, and perils hard, unſkilld, 
Which haunt the warrior in the fatal field; ee 
But chief, thee, Goddeſs Mule ! my verſe would raiſe, 
And to thy own ſoft numbers tune thy praiſe” '' x55 
Happy the youth inſpir'd, beneath thy rel 065 WES 
Thy verdant, ever-living laurels laid! bY 
There, ſafe, no pleaſures, there no pains WORN 2 


5 


But thoſe which from thy ſacred raptures flow, 

Nor wiſh for crowns, but what thy groves beſtow. 

Me, nymph divine! nor ſcorn my humble . 
Receive unworthy, to thy kinder care, | 
Doom'd to a gentler, though more lowly, Fate, 

Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be great; 
Me, to thy peaceful haunts, inglorious bring, } 


Where ſecret thy celeſtial ſiſters ſing, +. © 
Paſt by their ſacred hill, and ſweet Caſtalian eng 


But nobler thoughts the victor prince employ%, 


And raiſe his heart with high triumphant jo j 
From hence a better courſe of time rolls on, 270 
I And whiter days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 
From hence his kinder fortune ſeems to date i 
I The riſng glories of his future ſtate, ee OE. 
1 4; © A | . dcn aa bas cafe e 
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From anden oh! too ſoon the hero mourns 
His hopes decery'd, and war's inconſtant turns. 175 
In vain, his echoing trumpets loud alarms 
Provoke the cold Iberian lords to arms; 
Careleſs of fame, as of their monarch's fate, 
In ſullen ſloth ſupinely proud they ſatemĩm̃ | 
Or to be ſlaves or free alike prepar'd, - 14886 
And truſting heaven was bound to be their guard, 
Vntouch'd with ſhame, the noble ſtrife beheld, 
Nor once efſay'd to ſtruggle to the field; 
But ſouęht in the cold ſhade, and rural ſeat, - - 


An unmoleſted eaſe and calm retreat: 183 
Saw each contending prince's arms advance, <1 
Then with a lazy dull indifference _. 

Turn d to their reſt, and left the world dec: | 
So when, communded by the wife af Jove, © 
Thaumantian Iris left the realms above, 290 


- And ſwift deſcending on her painted bow, 
Sought the dull god of ſleep in ſhades below ;z 
Nodding and flow, his drowſy head he rear d, 
And heavily the ſacred meflage heard 3*— 
Then with a yawn at once forgot the pain, 19 
And funk to his firſt ſloth and indolence again. 
But ob, my Muſe l th ungrateful toilforſake, © 
Some taſk more pleaſimg to thy numbers take, 
Nor chooſe in melancholy ftrains to tell | 
Each harder ebance the juſter cauſe befel. 200 
Or rather turn, auſpicious turn thy dight, | e 
Where Marlborough's heroic arms invite, 
Where higheſt deeds the poet's breaſt inſpire 
With rage divine, and fan the ſacred fire. 
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See! where at once Ramillia's noble field 205 
Ten thouſand themes for living verſe ſhall yield. | 
See ! where at once the dreadful objeRs riſe, [ 
At once they fpread before my wondering eyes, c 
And ſhock my labouring foul with vaſt ſurprize; 


At once the wide extended battles move, 210 
At once they join, at once their fate they prove. a 
The roar aſcends promiſcuous ; groans and cries, } 
The drums, the cannons* burſt, the ſhout, _ 
One univerſal anarchy of noiſe. | 

One din confus'd, found mixt and Joſt in ſound, 215 
Echoes to all the frighted cities round. 

Thick duſt and ſmoke in wavy clouds ariſe, 

Stain the bright day, and taint the purer ſkies ; | 
While flaſhing flames like lightening dart between, 220 
And fill the horror of the fatal ſcene. 

Around the field, all dy'd in purple foam, 

Hate, fury, and inſatiate laughter roam; 

Diſcord with pleaſure o'er the ruin treads, 
And laughing wraps her in her tatter'd weeds; 225 
White fierce Bellona thunders in her car, 
Shakes terrible her ſteely whip from far, 2 
And with new rage revives the fainting war. 

So when two currents rapid in their courſe 
Ruſh to a point, and meet with equal force, 230 
The angry billows rear their heads on high, 

Daſhing aloft the foaming ſurges fly, | 
And riſing cloud the air with miſty ſpry; 0 
Fhe raging flood is heard from far to roar, 

By liſtening ſhepherds on the diſtant ſhore, 233 
While much they fear, what ills it ſnould portend, 
And wonder why the watery gods contend. 
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High in FU midſt, Britannia's warlike chief, 

Too greatly bald. und prodigati of lige. | 
ſeen to preſs. where death and dangers call, 
here the war bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 

He flies, and drives confus'd the fainting Gaul. | 

Like heat diffus'd, his great example warms, 

And animates the ſocial warriors' arms, 

ames each colder heart, confirms the bold, 5 

7700 the young heroes, and renews the old. 

In forms divine around him watchful wait 

The guardian genii of the Britiſh ſtate; s 

Juſtice and Truth his ſteps unerring guide, 


And faithful Loyalty defends his fide; _ 1959 
Prudence and Fortitude their Marlborough guard, 
And pleaſing Liberty his labours chear” 3 75 


The union-croſs his ſilver ſhield did bear, 
And in his decent hand he ſhook a warlike ſpear. | 
While Victory celeſtial foars above, g 00 
Plum'd like the eagle of imperial Jove, | 5 | 
Hangs o'er the chief, whom ſhe delights to bilk, ek 
And ever arnis his ſword with ſure ſucceſs, = 
Dooms him the proud oppreſſor to deſtroy, 1 W 
Fhen waves her palm, and claps her wings G's joy. i 
Such was young Ammon on Arbela's plain, 
Or ſuch the “ painter did the hero feign, was 
Where ruſting on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 2 | 


But chief, the Angel of his Queen was, there, * 2 


With graceful ardor, and majeſtic pride, 
With all the gods of Greece and fortune on his ide, 

Nor long Bavaria's haughty prince in vain 
Labour the fight bnequal t: to maintain Y 
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ON THE QUEEN'S SUCCESS. 27 
He ſees tis doom'd his fatal friend the Gaul 2 
Shall ſhare the ſhame, and in one ruin fall; 270 
Flies from the foe too oft in battle try d, | 
And heaven contending on the victor's ſide ; 
Then mourns his raſh ambitions crime too late, 
And yields reluctant to the force of fate. . 
So when Eneas, through night's gloomy ſhade, YJ_ 
The dreadful forms of hoſtite gods ſurvey d, c 


Hopeleſs he left the burning town and fled : , 


Saw twas in vam to prop declining Troy, 
Or ſave what heaven had deſtinꝰd to deſtroy, 

What vaſt reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 280 
To him who ſav'd thee. on this glorious day! 

Bleſs him, ye grateful nations, where he goes, 
And heap the victor's laurel on his 'brows. 

In every land, in every city freed, | 
Let the proud column rear its marble head, | 5 
To Marlborough and Liberty decreed; 

Rich with his wars, triumphal arches raiſe, 

To teach your wondering ſons the hero's praiſe; 

To him your ſkilful bards their verſe ſhall bring, 

For him che tuneful voice he taught to ſing, 

The breathing pipe ſhall (wel, ſhall ſound che trem- 
bling ſtring, 

O happy thou l where peace for ever ſmiles, 
Britannia! nobleſt of the ocean's ifles, 

Fair queen | who doſt amidft thy waters reign, 

And ſtretch thy empire o'er the fartheſt main: 295 

What tranſports in thy parent boſom roll'd, 

When fame at firſt the pleaſing ſtory told 
C 5 
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How didſt thou lift thy towery front on high 
Not meanly conſcious of a mother's joy, - 
Proud of thy ſon as Crete was of her Jove, N 
How wert . thou pleas'd heaven did thy choice W 
And fixt ſucceſs where thou haſt fixt thy love l 
How with regret his abſence didſt thou mourn | 
How with impatience wait his wiſht return! 
How were the winds accus'&for his delay: 
How didſt thqu chide the gods who rule the . 
And charge the Nereid nymphs to waft him on en | 
At length he comes, he ceaſes from his toll, 
Like kings of old returning from the ſpoĩlʒ 
To Britain and his queen for ever dear, * 
He comes, their joy and grateful thanks to tags [4 
Lowly he kneels before the royal ſeat , 4+ 
And lays its proudeſt wreaths. at Anna s feet, . 
While, form'd alike for labourg/ or for eaſe, 
: 5. camps to thunder, or in courts. to pleaſe, 318 
ritain's bright nymphs make Marlborough thei card 
In all his dangers, all his triumphs, ſhare. 
Conquering he lends the well-pleas d fair new, grace, 
And adds freſh luſtre to each beauteous face; 
Britain preſerv di by his victarigus arms . 


With wondrous pleaſure each fair boſom warms, 
Lightens in all their eyes, and doubles all — 


 Ev'n his own Sunderland, in beauty's ſtaxe: - 
So rich the ſeem'd incapable of more, un Fs 
Now ſhines with graces never, known before; 


Fierce with tranſporting joy ſhe ſeems to burn, ied U 
And each ſoft feature takes a ſprightly turn 2 | 
| $ © 56 w 
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New flames are ſeen to ſpaykie/iw her eyes, | 
And on her blooming; cheek freſh- wits ri; 
The pleaſing paſſton heightens each richt ne, 330 
And ſeems to touch+the-finiſh'd piece ane w, pA 
Inproves what nature's bounteous hand had gion, 

nd mends the faireſt' workmanſhip: of heaven. 0 
Nor joy like this in eourts is only found, ; 
But ſpreads to all the grateful people round 335 
Laborious hinds invr'd tw rarar” wii 
To tend the flocks and turn the mellow Rig es J 
In homely guiſe their Honeſt Hearts expreſs, © ö! 
And bleſs the warrior who protects the l ON 
Who keeps tile for alooP” and drives afar 4 
The dreadful ravage of the waſting war. Ge + 
No rude deſtroyer cuts the ripening crop, e 
Prevents the harveſt, and deludes their hope; ; 
No helpleſs wrettlies ffy witl wild amaze; © 
Hook weeping back, and ſee their dwellings ez 105 
The victor's chain no mourtiful captives . 
Nor hear the threats of the inſulting foe, © . 
But Freedom laughs; tlie fruitful fieltts 9 
The chearful voice of mitth is heard to Fae 
And Plenty dbles her various bounties let 1 
Gon humble village, and the wealthy town, a 5 | 


8” 'Y 


onſenting join their happineſs to nn 
Hat heaven and Anna's gentleſt reign afford, 
All is ſecur'd by Marlborough 8 e F 
O ſacred, bver lonOt name! O thou! L 1 8 
That wert our greateſt William once below! 
What place ſoe'er tiy virtues now poſſeſs 
Neat the bright ſource of everlaſting bliſs, 


C 2 Where 
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Where · e er exalted to etherial height, er 
Radiant with ſtars, thou tread'ſt the fields of light, wh, 
Thy ſeats divine, thy heaven a-while forſake, 14 
And deign the Britons' triumph to partake. 
Nor art thou chang'd, but Kill thou ſhalt delight 


To hear the fortune of the glorious fight, 
How fail'd oppreſſion, and prevail'd the right. 
What once below, ſuch ſtill thy pleaſures are, 
ö Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy care; Rot 2 
{ Thy great, thy generous, pure, immortal mind... 2 


Is ever to the public good inclin'd, | 
Ts ſtill the tyrant's foe, and patron of mankind.” 
| Behold where Marlborough, thy laſt beſt gift, 
At parting to thy native Belgia left, | 
Succeeds to all thy kind paternal cares 
Thy watchful counſels, and laborious wars; 
Like thee, aſpires by virtue to renown, 4 
Fights to ſecure an empire not his own, 1 
Reaps only toil himſelf, and gives away a crown. { 
At length thy prayer, O | pious prince! is heard, 380 
Heaven has at length in its own cauſe appear d 
At length Ramillia's feld atones for all! 
The faithleſs breaches of the perjur'd Gaul; N „ 
At length a better age to man decreed, [ 
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With truth, with peace, and juſtice, ſhall . 
rs are the proud, and the griev'd world i is freed. 

1 One triumph yet, my Muſe, remains behind, 

1 Aiothis vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find ; 

4 On Lombard plains, beyond his Alpine hills, : 
Louis the force of hoſtile Britain feels ; 5 390 
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Swift to her friends diſtreſs d her ſuccours fly, 
And diſtant wars her wealthy ſons ſupply : 
From flow unactive courts, they grieve to hear 
Eugene, a name to every Briton dear, 
By tedious languiſhing delays is held 395 
Repining, and impatient, from the field: 
While factious ſtateſmen riot in exceſs, 
And lazy prieſts whole provinces poſſeſs, 
Of unregarded wants the brave complain, | | 
And the ſtarv'd foldier ſues for bread in vain; 400 
At once with generous indignation warm, wind 
Britain the treaſure ſends, and. bids. the hero arm, 
Straight eager ta the field, he ſpeeds-away, | | 
There vows the victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 5 
The ſpoils of .Calcinato's fatal day: 
Chear'd by the preſence of the chief they lore, 
Once more their fate the warriors long to prove ; 
Reviv'd each ſoldier lifts his drooping head, 
Forgets his wounds, and calls him on to lead 
Again their creſts the German eagles rear, ' 410 


Stretch their broad wings, and fan the Latian air; 


Greedy for battle and the prey they call, 

And point great Eugene's thunder on the Gaul 

The chief commands, and ſoon in. dread array 
Onwards the moving legions urge their way 415 
With hardy marches and ſueceſsful haſte, 

O'er every barrier fortunate they paſs' d, 5 
Which nature or the ſkilful foe had plac'd, 

The foe in vain with Gallic arts attends, - - + 

To mark which. way the wary leader bends, 440 


e Vainly 


And meanly hopes a conqueſt from ſurprize. 


And roll ill- boding in his carefu 
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Vainly i in war's myſterious Wiel is wiſe, 
Lurks where tall woods and thicket coverts riſe,” 


Now with ſwift horſe the plain around them beats, 
And oft advances, and as oft retreats ; MP 425 
Now fix'd to wait the coming force, he ſeems, 1 
Secur'd by ſteepy banks and rapid ſtrem; 
While river- gods in vain exhauſt their ftore ; _ 

From plenteous urns the guſhing torrents pour, 

Riſe o'er their utmoſt margins to the plain, 430 
And ftrive to ſtay the warrior's hafte in vain; & 
Alike they paſs the plain and cloſer wood, 


Explore the ford, and tempt the fwelling flood, | 


Unſhaken ſtill purſue the ſtedfaſt courſe, . 
And where they want their way, they find it or they force. 
But anxious thoughts Savoy's on reat Prince infeſt, | 
reaſt; 
Oft he revolves the ruins of the great, 


And ſadly thinks on loſt Bavaria's fate, 


The hapleſs mark of fortune's. cruel ſport, | 
An exile, meanly fore'd to beg ſupport 5 


From the ſlow bounties of a foreign court. 


Forc'd from his lov'd Turin, his laſt retreat, 5 | 


His glory once and empire's ancient ſeat, 


He ſees from far where wide deſtructions ſpread, 445 
And fiery ſhowers the goodly town invade, — 


Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd ſtate, 


And curſe the unrelenting tyrant's hate. 

But great Eugene prevents his every fear,. 
He had reſoly'd it, and he would be there; _ 450 
n | | Not 
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Not danger, toil, the tedious weary way, 

Nor all the Gallic powers his promis'd aid delay. 

Like truth itſelf unknowing how to fail, | 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and-knew he muſt prevail. 


Thus ever certain does the fun appear, 43535 
Bound by the law of Jove's eternal year; , 
Thus conſtant to his courſe ſets out at morn, 
Round the wide world in twice twelve hours indorn N 
And to a moment keeps his fix d return. | 


Their friendly ſuccour for thebrave prepare, 

And on the foe united bend the war. 

O'er the ſteep trench and ramparts guarded height, 

At once they ruſh, and drive the rapid flight; 

With idle arms the Gallic legions ſeem 46.5 
To ſtem the rage of the reſiſtleſs ſtream; 

At once it bears them down, at once they yield, 
Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the field; 
Reſiſtance ceaſes, and 'tis war no more, | 
At once the vanquiſh/d own the victor's power; 470 
Throughout the field, where- e er they turn their ſight, 
"Tis all or conqueſt or inglorious flight; 


Straight to the town the heroes turn their care, 8 


With life and liberty at once they chear, 
And ſave them in the moment of deſpair. 

So timely to the aid of ſinking Rome, 
With active haſte did great Camillus come: 174 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his way, | T5 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd his prey, 24 


Swift to their reſcued friends their joys they bear, 8 


* 


And ſav'd his country in one ſignal day. 


e * : | From 
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From impious arms at length, O Louis ceaſe t I 
And leave at length the labouring world in peace, 


| Left heaven diſcloſe ſome yet more fatal e 

Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin; 44 

Leſt from thy hand thou ſee-thy ſceptre n 486 

And humbled. in the duſt thy loſſes mournn 

| Leſt urg'd at length thy own repining ſla ve, 

Though fond of burdens, and in bondage brave, 2 
| Purſue thy hoary head with curſes to the grave. 
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AN, EPISTLE TO FLAVIA. 


oN THE SIGHT or TWO PINDARIC ODES ON. 
THF SPLEEN AND VANITY.. 


WRITTEN BY A LADY * HEA TREND. 
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LAVIA, to you with ſafety I commend 

This verſe, the fecret failing of your friend; 
To your good-nature F ſecurely truſt, | 
Who know, that to conceal, is to be juſt. 

The Muſe, like wretched maids by love undone, 
From friends, acquaintance and the light would run L 
Conſcious of folly, fears attending ſhame, 
Fears the cenſorious world, and loſs of fame. 

Some confident by chance ſhe finds (though few. 

Pity the fools, whom love or verſe undo) > © 

W hoſe fond compaſſion ſooths her in the ſin, AF 
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Sure, in the better ages of old time, 
Nor poetry nor love was thought a crime; 
From heaven they both the gods beſt gifts were fan, 
Divinely perfe& both, and innocent. 
Then were bad poets and looſe loves not known; 
None felt a warmth which they might bluſh to own,. 
Beneath cool ſhades our happy fathers lay. 
And. ſpent in pure untainted joys the day: 
Artleſs their loves, artleſs their numbers were, 
While Nature ſimply did in both appear, ( 
Now could the cenſor or rhe critic fear. 
Pleas'd to be plens'd,. they took what heaven mw de. 
Nor were too curious of the given good. 
At length, like Indians fond of fancy'd toys, 
We loſt being happy, to be thought more wiſe. 
In one curs'd age, to puniſh verſe and fin, 
Critics and hangmen, both at once, came in. 
Wit and the laws had both the ſame ill fate, 
And partial tyrants ſway'd in either ſtate, 
IIl-natur'd cenſure would be ſure to damn: 
An alien-wit of independent fame, 
While Bays grown old, and harden'd in offence, 
Was ſuffe'd to write on in ſpite of ſenſe ; 
Back'd by his friends, th invader brought along 
A crew of foreign words into our tongue, J 
To ruin and enſlave the free-born Engliſh ſong; 
Still the prevailing faction propt his throne, 
And to four volumes let his Plays run on; 
Then a lewd tide of verſe, with vicious rage, 
Broke in _ tis morals. ain the ow! 
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The stage (whoſe art Was once the mind to mov 
To noble daring, and to virtuous love) 
Precept, with pleafure mix d, no more proſeſt, 
But dealt in double- meaning bawdy jeſt; 
The ſhocking ſounds offend the bluſhing fair, 
And drive them from the guilty Theatre. 
Ve wretched bards | from whom theſe ills have ſprung, 
Whom the avenging powers have ſpar d too long, 
Well may you fear the blow will ſurely come, 
Vour Sodom has no Ten to avert its doom; 5 
Unleſs the fair Ardelia will alone by blues vw 
To heaven for all the guilty tribe atonez _—_ 
Nor can Ten Saints do more than fuch a One. 
Since ſhe alone of the poetic crowd 1 80% 
To the falſe gods of wit has never how's. 
The empire, which ſhe ſaves, ſhall own hr Gay, - 
And all Parnaſſus her bleſs d laws obey. THT 
Say, from what ſacred fountain, nymph. divine ! 
The treaſures flow, which in thy verſe do ſhine ? | 
With what ſtrange inſpiration art thou bleſt, 
What more than Delphic ardour warms thy breaſt?” 
Our ſordid earth ne'er bred ſo bright a flame, 
But from the ſkies, thy kindred ſkies, it came. 
To numbers great like thine, th* angelic quite 
In joyous concert tune the golden lyre; 0 we 
viewing, with pitying eyes, our cares with "age 
They wiſely. own, that All is Vanity; * 
Ev'n all the joys which mortal minds can $I gt 
And find Ardelia's verſe the leaſt vain thing below.. 
If Pindar's name to thoſe bleſs'd manſions: reach, 
And mortal Muſes may immortal. teach, 
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In verfe like his, the heavenly nation raiſe 
Their tuneful voices to their Makers praiſe. 
Nor ſhall celeſtial harmony difdam, 
For once, to imitate an earthly. frain;. 
Whoſe fame fecure, no rival e er can fear, 
But thoſe above, and fair Ardelia here. 
g She who undaunted could his raptures view, 
And with bold wings his ſacred heights purſue ;. 
Safe through the Dithyrambic ſtream ſhe ſteer'd, 
Nor the rough deep in all its dangers fear'd ; 
Not ſo the reſt, who with ſucceſsleſs pain 
| Th' unnavigable'torrent try'd in vain. 
So Clelia leap'd into the rapid flood, 
While the Etruſcans ſtruck with wonder ſtood ; . | 
Amidſt the waves her raſh purſuers dy'd, | | 
The matchleſs dame could only {tem the tide, c 
And gain the glory of the farther fide. 
See with what pomp the antic maſque comes in ! 
The various forms of the fantaſtic ſpleen. 
Vain empty laughter, howling grief and tears, 
Falſe joy, bred by falſe hope, and falſer fears; 
Each vice, each paſſion which pale nature wears, 
In this odd monſtrous medley mix'd appears. 
Like Bays 's dance, confuſedly round they run, 
Stateſman, Coquet, gay Fop, and penſive Nun, 
Spectres and Heroes, Huſbands and their Wives, 
With Monkiſh Drones that dream away their lives. 
Long have I labour'd with the dire diſeaſe, 
| Nor found, but from Ardelia's numbers, eaſe : 
- | The dancing verſe runs through my ſluggiſh veins, 
Where dull and cold the frozen blood remains. 
Pale 


And left the monarch's breaſt, to fk forme ſaferſhade. 
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Pale cares and anxious thoughts give way in My | 
And to returning joy reſign my breaſt ; 
Then free from every pain I did endure, 

I bleſs the charming author of my cure. 

So when to Saub the great muſician play's, | ; 4 


The ſullen fiend unwillingly obey'd, 


Ye 
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HILE Sappho with harmonious airs 

Her dear Philenis charms, 

Wich equal j joy the nymph appears 
Diſſolving in his arms. 1 V 

Thus to themſelves alone they are 
What all mankind can give; * \ 

Alternately the happy pair (Mt oy 

All grant, and all receive. ; W 
Like the Twin-ſtars, fo fam'd for TRY u A 
Who ſet by turns, and riſe ; n T 
When one to Thetis' lap deſcends, - In 
His brother mounts the ſkies. Ib. 
With happier fate, and kinder care, | — 
Theſe nymphs by turns do reign, 4 
While-till the falling does prepare T 
The riſing to ſuſtain. . 4 


The joys of either ſex in love, 
In each of them we read ; . 
Succeſſive each to each does prove, 


Fierce youth and yielding maid. 
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aa TO THE TWO NEW MEMBERS 
ron BRAMBER, 1706. 


Touen: in a e Houſe: you did prevail, 
Good Sir Cleeve Moore, and gentle Maſter Hale 
Yet on good luck be cautious of relying, 
Burgeſs for Bramber is no place to die in. 

Your predeceſſors have been oddly fated'; | 

Aſgill and Shippen have been both tran/lated. 
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VERSES MADE TO A SIMILE or POPE'S. 


HIL E at our houſe the ſervants brawl, 
And raiſe an uproar in the hall; 
When John the butler, and our Mary, 
About the plate and linen vary: 
Till the ſmart dialogue grows rich, 
In ſneaking dog 1 and ugly bitch! 
Down comes my lady like the devil, 
And makes them filent all and civil. 
Thus cannon clears the cloudy air, 
And ſcatters tempeſts brewing there: 
Thus bullies fometimes keep the peace, 
Aud one ſcold makes another ceaſe. 


L 303 


ON-NICOLINI AND VALENTINI'S FIRST COMING 
10 THE BOUSE IN THE HAY-MARKET, 7 
MPHION ftrikes the vocal lyre, 
And ready at his call, 
| Harmenieus. brick and ſtone conſpire 
FE CAN To-caifothe Phobia wall. 
In e his praiſe | 


Two Latian Signors come, 
A foking theatre 'toivaile / 1 
And: prop Van's.totterjmg dens 
But has this laſt ſhould come to paſs 
Muſt tb remaiy-unknown, 
Since theſe poor gentlemen, alas! 
Bring — brick nor ſtone. 
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EPILOGUB- To. "THE  INCONSTAN'T: 
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THE way To WI N HNr. 


A COMEDY. / B MR. FARQHAR. 


AS iT was ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL 
IN DRURY-LANE, 1793. 


SPOKEN BY MR. rns. A 


F ROM Fletcher's great Original 2 . 5 ht 
We took the hint of this our Modern Play: 


| Our author, from his lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A 9 wild, inconſtant, free gallant : | 


* Sce, The Wild-Gooſe Chace, 


With 


oe 1 oC ended is ot dad 3 hd Bo 2 <S< OO << 4 


n EE ws 


E PI L O G U E. 34 


Wich a gay foul; with ſenſe, and will to rove, ñß—wʒ 
No With language, and with ſoftneſs fram'd to move, , F | 
| With little truth, but with a world of love. 

Such forms on maids in morning ſlumbers wait, 

When fancy firſt inſtructs theiꝝ hearts to beat, 

When firſt they wiſh, and 255 for what 8 know 
not yet. WY | 

Frown not, ye fair, to think your legs may 

Reach your cold hearts by ſome unguarded way; 

Let Villeroy's misfortune make you wiſe, 

There 's danger ſtill in darkneſs and ſurprize; 

Though from his rampart he defy'd the foe, 


Prince Eugene found an aqueduq below. . 
With eaſy freedom, and a gay addreſs, 
7 A preſſing loyer ſeldom wants ſucceſs: 85 
Whilſt the reſpectful, like the Greek, its down, I 
And waſtes a ten years ſiege before one town. 
T: | For her own fake let no forſaken maid, 
" Our wanderer for want of love, upbraid ; 
{A Since *tis a ſecret, none ſhould e'er confeſs, 
That they have, bf the happy power t to pleaſe. 
If you fuſpe&t the rogue inclin'd to break, 5 
Break firſt, and wear you ve tiirn'd; him off a week ; : 
As princes when they reſty ſates-men doubt, 
; Before they can ſurrender, turn them out. 
” | What-C&'er you think, grave uſes may be made, 
As much, eyn for Inconſtancy be ſaid. 
Let the good! man for Marriage Rites deſign* gp } 


With ſtudious care, and diligence of mind, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind; | 
ith n Mak 
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Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 
And when he a worſt ee him _ 


PROLOGUE 10 THE GAMESTER: 


"i 


A COMEDY. BY MRS. CENTLIVRE. 


AS IT WAS ACTED AT THE NEW, THEATRE IN 
L1OCOLN'S-INMN FIELDS, 2704. | 


SPOKEN BY UR. BETTERTON, att 


Ir humdle wives, that drag the marriage- chain b 
With curſed dogged huſbands, may complainz | 

If turn'd at large to ſtarve, as we by ted | 

| They may, at leaſt, for alimony fue:  _ | 

Know, we reſolve to make the caſe pur own, A 
Between the plaintiff ſtage, and the defendant town. 
When firſt you took us from our father's houſe, | |; 

And lovingly our intereſt did eſpouſe, | 

© You kept us fine, careſs d, and lodg'd us here, * 

And honey-moon held out above three year; 

At dength, for pleafures known do. ſeldom laſt, 
Frequent enjoyment pall'd your ſprightly taſte; 
And though at firſt you did not quite negleR, 

We found your love was dwindled to reſpect. 

Some times, indeed, as in your way it fell, 

You ſtopp'd, and call'd to ſee if we were well. 

Now, puite eſtrang'd, this wretched place you ſhun, 

Like bad _ dus nefs, FRF and a dun. 

Have 
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Have we for this increas'd Apollo's race? 
Been often pregnant with your wits embrace ? f 
And borne you many chopping, babes of grace? 
Some ugly toads we had, and that 's the curſe, 
They were ſo like you, that you far'd the worſe ; 
For this to-night, we are not much in pain, 
Look on 't, and if you like it, entertain: 
If all the midwife ſays of it be true, | 
There are ſome features too like ſome of you's 
For us, if you think fitting to forſake it, 
We mean to run away, and let the pariſh take it. 


EPILOGUE 
SPOKEN BY MRS. BARRY... 


At the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, April the-7th, 
1709, at her playing in Love Fort Love with 
Mrs, Bracegirdle, for the benefit of Mr. Betterton. 


S ſome- brave knight, yore! once with ſpear and 
ſhield 

Had ſought renown in many a ae field; 3 
But now no more with ſacred fame infpir'd, 
Was to a peaceful hermitage retir*d : 
There, if by chance diſaſtrous tales he hears, 
Of matrons wrongs, and captive virgins tears, 
He feels ſoft pity urge his generous breaſt, 


And vows. once more to ſuccour the diſtreſs d. 
Buckled in mail, he ſallies on the plain, 

And turns him to the feats of arms again, 

D So 
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So we, to former leagues of friendſhip true, 
Have bid once more our peaceful homes adieu, 
To aid Old Thomas, and to pleaſure you. 8 
Like errant damſels, boldly we engage, 
Arm'd, as you ſee, for the defenceleſs ſtage. 
Time was when this good man no help did lack, 
And ſcorn'd that any ſhe ſhould hold his back; 
But now, ſo age and frailty have ordain'd, 
By two at once he's forc'd to be ſuſtain'd, 
You ſee what failing nature brings man to; 
And yet let none inſult, for ought we know, . 
She may not wear ſo well with ſome of you. 
Though old, yet find his ſtrength is not * 
But true as ſteel he's metal to the laſt. 
If better he. perform'd i in days of yore, 4 


k 


Yet now he gives you all that's in his power; 

What can the youngeſt of you all do more ? | 
What he has been, though preſent praiſe be dumb, 

Shall haply be a theme in times to come, 

As now we talk of Roſcius, and of Rome. $ 

Had you withheld your favours on this night, 

Old Shakeſpeare's ghoſt had ris'n to do him right. 

With indignation had you ſeen him frown _ 

pon a worthleſs, witleſs, / taſteleſs townz 

Griev'd and repining, you had heard him ſay, ö 


+ 
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Why are the Muſe's labours caft-away ? + 
Why did I . * * en play? 


2 Mrs, Berz and Mrs: Bracegirdle claſp mo round gil 
| the _ 2 t0 


nd 
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But ſince, like friends to wit, thus throng'd you meets 
Go on, and make the generous work 1 oY 
Be true to merit, and ſtill own. his cauſe, e 
Find ſomething for him more than bare applanſcs. 
In juſt remembrance of your pleaſures paſt, 810 
Be kind, and give him a diſcharge at laſt; 
In peace and eaſe life's remnant let him wear, 
And hang his conſecrated. bagel there, 


* — — 13 


EPILOGUE TO THE CRUEL GIFT, 
A TRAGEDY. By MRS. CENTLIVRE. | 


AS 11 WAS ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL: * 
DRURY=-LANE, 1717. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. OLDFIELD. 


ELL—twas a narrow *ſcape my Lover PIP 
That Cup and Meſſage—T was ſore afraid 
Was that a Preſent for a new-made Widow, ts 
All in her diſmal dumps, like doleful Dido? 


When one peep'd in and hop'd for ſomething good, 
There was—Oh ! Gad! a naſty Heart and Blood , 
A | 22 if 


Pointing to the top of the ſtage. 

4; This tragedy was founded upon the ſtory of Se- 
giſmonda and Guiſcardo, one of Boccace's novels ; 
wherein the Heart of the Lover is ſent by the F ather 
to his Daughter, as a preſent. 
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If the old man had ſhewn himſelf a father, 
His Bowl ſhould have inclos'd a Cordial rather, 
Something to chear me up amidſt my trance, 
Eau de Barde—or comfortable Nants * ! 
He thought he paid it off with being ſmart, 
And, to be witty, cry'd, he'd ſend the heart. 
I could have told his gravity, moreover : | 
Were I our ſex's ſeciets to diſcover, | 5 5 
*Tis what we never look'd for in a Lover. 
Let but the Bridegroom prudently provide 
All other Matters fitting for a Bride, |; | 
8o he make good the Jewels and the Jointure, 
To miſs the Heart, does ſeldom diſappoint her. 
Faith, for the faſhion Hearts of late are made in, 
They are the vileſt Baubles we can trade in. 
Where are the tough brave Britons to be found, 
With Hearts of Oak, fo much of old tenowndꝰ 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to Mother- Church and State ; FL 
When. their falſe Hearts were ſecretly maintaining 
Yon trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning? 
Shame on the canting crew of Soul- Inſurers, 
The Tyburn Tribe of ſpeech- making Non- jurors; 
Who, in new-fangled Terms, old Truths explaining, | 
Teach honeſt Engliſhmen, damn'd Double-Meaning. 
Oh! would you loſt integrity reſtore Mp” 
And n that Faith your 8 fore· father bore; 


What 


— 
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j. e. Citron-Water and good Brandy, 421 
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What ſurer pattern can you hope to find, 
Than that dear pledge your Monarch left behind 1 
See how his Looks his honeſt Heart explain, 
And ſpeak the bleſſings of his future Reign! 
In his each feature, truth and candour traceg., + 
And read eee written in his MES: 
e . N | 5 
28211. e Teh 27 . 
| PROLOGUE TO'THE NON-JUROR: 
A COMEDY. BY MR. CIBBE R. : 
AS IT WAS ACTED AT TRE THEATRE-ROYAL IN 
'  DRURY-LANE, 1718. y 
. SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS. 


O-night, ye Whigs and Tories, both be ſafes, * 

Nor hope at one another's coſt to laugh. ++ 
We mean to ſouſe old Satan and the Pope; 
They've, no relations here, nor friends, we hope. 
A tool of theirs ſupplies-the comic ſtage 
With juſt materials for ſatiric rage: . 
Nor think our colours may too ſtrongly paint 
The ſtiff Non-Juring Separation Saint. 
Good-breeding ne'er commands us to be civil 
To thoſe who give the nation to the devil; 
Who at our ſureſt, beſt foundation ſtrike, 
And hate our monarch and our church alike; 
Our church—which, aw'd- with reverential fear, 
Scarcely the Muſe preſumes to mention here. 

D 3 Long. 
* The prince of Wales then preſent. 
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Long may ſhe theſe her worſt of foes defy, 
And lift her mitred head triumphant to the ay: GENT 
While theirs-----but'fatire ſibently diſdains 
To name, what lives not,. but in madmen's braines 
Like bawds, each lurking paſtor ſeeks the Guo 

And fears the juſtice's enquiring elerk. % DILES 
In cloſe back-rooms his routed flocks he mille, 

And reigns the patriarch of blind lanes and allies : 
There ſafe, he lets his thundering cenſures fly, 4 


Unchriſtens, damns us, gives our laws the lye, 
And excommunicates three ſtories high. ; 
Why, ſince a land of liberty they hate, 
Still will they linger in this free-born ſtate ? 

Here, every hour, freſh; hateful, objects riſe, 
Peace and proſperity afflict their eyes; 
With anguiſh, prince and people they ſurvey, F 
Their juſt obedience, and his righteous ſway.” * 
Ship off, ye flaves, and ſeek ſome paſſive land, 
Where tyrants after your own hearts command. 
To your Tranſalpine maſter's rule reſort, 2 
And fill an empty abdicated court: n 
Turn your poſſeſſions here to ready rhino, 

And buy ye lands and lordſhips at Urbino. 


+ oj LY OE HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK. n. 'ODE Iv. IMITATED.. 


THE LORD GRIFPIN'TO THE EARL or 


- SCARSDALE, 

; 6 . a \ 

O not; moſt fragrant earl, diſclaim © * 

Thy bright, thy reputable flame, 
To Bracegirdle the brown 


But publicly eſpouſe the dame, | 


And ſay, CH d—— the town. 
p 5 2 

Full many heroes, fierce and 1. 
With drabs have deeply ſmitten been, 

Although right good commanders; 
Some who with you have Hounſlow jeen, 

And ſome who've been in Flanders, 

oh III. Hh 

Did not baſe Greber's * Pegg inflame 
The ſober carl of Nottingham, 

Of ſober fire deſcended ? 
That, careleſs of his foul and fame, 


To play -houſes he nightly came, 


And left church undefended. 
e 
The monarch who of France is hight, 


Who rules the roaſt with matchleſs might, 


Since William went to heaven 
Loves Maintenon, his lady bright, 
Who was but Scarron's leaving. 


D 4 
1 Signars Franceſco Mae de I'Epine, an 
Italian ſongſtreſs. | 
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Though thy dear's father kept an inn 
At griſly head of Saracen, " 
For carriers at Northampton ; 3 
Yet ſhe might come of gentler kin, 
Than & er that father dreamt on. 
, © AB! 
Of proffers large her choice had ſhe,. 
Of jewels, plate, and land in fee, 
Which ſhe with ſcorn rejected: 6 \ 
And can a nymph ſo virtuous be 22 | 1 
lf baſe-born blood ſuſpectedꝰ 
eee, ee 1 
Her dimple cheek, and roguiſh eye, By 
Her flender waſte, and taper thigh, 1 
I always thought provoking; 
But, faith, though I talk waggiſhly, 
I mean no more than joking. 
| VIII. 
Then be not jealous, friend: for why? 
My lady marchioneſs is nigh, 
Teo ſee I ne' er ſhould hurt ye; 
"Beſides, you know full well that 
Am turn' d of five-and-forty. 


. 
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THE RECONCILEMENT BETWEEN JACOB 
TONSON AND MR. "CONGREVE. 


AN e OF. nen. BOOK 11I. ODB 1x. 


"os ONSORN. 
7HILE at my houſe i in Fleet-ſtreet onee you lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, time paſs d away ? 
While «I partook your wine, your wit, and mirth, 
I was tlie happieſt creature on God" 8 2 * 
CO NGRE v E. 
While in your early days of 8 
Vou for blue garters had not ſuch a paſſion; 
While yet you did not uſe (as now your trade is). 
To drink with noble lords, and toaſt their ladies; 
Thou, Jacob Tonſon, wert to my conceiving, 
The chearfulleſt, beſt, honeſt fellow living, 
TONSON. 
I'm in with captain Vanburglt at the preſent, 
A moſt faveet-natur'd gentleman, and pleaſant ; 
He writes your comedies, draws Tchemes, and models, 
And builds dukes houſes upon very odd hills: 
For him, ſo much I dote on him, that I, 
If I was ſure to go to heaven, would die. 
+ CONGREVE. 
Temple + and Delaval are now my party, 
Men that are tam: Mercurio both quam Marte; 


And 
> Tonſon (Sen.) his dialect. 
+ Sir Richard I emple, afterwards lord Cobham. 
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And though for them I ſhall ſcarce go to heaven, 
Wes can drink W ſix nights in ſeven. 
4 TON SON. 
What «if from Van s dear arms I ſhould retire, 
And once more warm my Bunnians at your fire; 
If I to Bow-Street ſhould invite you home, . 
And ſet a bed up in my dining- room, 
Tell me, dear Mr. Congreve, would you come ? 4 : 
| CONGREVE. | | 
Though t the gay failor, and the gentle icht, 4 
Were ten times more my joy and heart's delight, 
Though civil perſons: they, you ruder were, 
And had mote humours than a dancing- bear; 
Yet for your ſake Id bid them both adieu, 
And live and die, dear Bob, with only you. 


nor AKT. BOOK ut. ODE SOP 


1 H I 8. CA S K. 
FAIL, ae Cafk, whoſe venerable Kea 
With hoary down and ancient duſt -o'er-ſpread,. 
Proclaims, that fince the vine firſt brought thee forth 
Old age has added to thy worth. 1 q 
Whether the ſprightly juice thou doſt contain, 
Thy votaries will to wit and love, | 
Or ſenſeleſs noiſe and lewdneſs move, 


Or fleep, the cure of theſe and eyery other pain. 
7 420; Since 


jacob's derm for his corns. 


HORACE, Book II. OE XXI. 43 
| II. 
since to ſome day propitious and great, 
Juſtly at firſt thou was deſign'd by fate; 
This day, the happieſt of Wey 
With thee Lill forget my cares: 5 
To my Corvinus health thou ſhalt go round, A 
(Since thou art 'ripen'd for to-day, 
And longer age would bring decay) 
Till every anxious thought in the rich ſtream be drown d. 
III. 
To thee my friend his roughneſs ſhall ſubmit, 
And Socrates himſelf a while forget. 
Thus when old Cato would ſometimes unbend 
The rugged ſtiffneſs of his mind, 
Stern and ſevere, the Stoic quaff d his bowl, 
His frozen virtue felt the charm, 
And ſoon grew pleas'd, and ſoon grew warm, 
And bleſs d the ſprightly SORE that<hear'd his gloomy- 


ſoul. 
bo 4rd 


With kind 1 e then dad — 

And mould the ſnarling cynic to a friend. | | 

The ſage reſery'd, and fam'd for gravity, 

Finds all he knows ſumm' d up in thee, - J 

And by thy power unlock d, grows eaſy, gay, and Gai 

The ſwain, who did ſome eredulous nymph perſuade 
To grant him all, inſpir'd-by thee, 

Devotes her to his vanity, _ 

And to his fellow-fops toaſts the abandon d maid. 

| | . The 


44 ROW ERS POEMS. 
The wretch who, preſs d beneath a load of cares- 
And labourigg with continual woes, deſpairs, 
If thy kind warmth does his chill'd ſenſe invade, 
From earth he rears his drooping head, | 


Reviy'd by thee, he ceaſes now to mourn; 
His flying cares give way to haſte,. | 


's 


And to the god reſign his breaſt, . | 
' Vibere hopesof deter Ahe and bet thing return · 
| VI. 


The labouring hind, who with hard toil and pains, 
Amidſt his wants, a wretehed-life maintains ;. | 
If thy rich juice his homely ſupper crown,, 
Hot with thy fires, and bolder grown, 
Of kings, and of their arbitrary power, 
And how by impious arms they reign,. 
Fiercely he talks with rude diſdain,, 
And vows to be a ſlave, to be a wretch, no more. 
VII. ö 


5 Fair Queen of Love, and thou great God of Wine, 
Hear every grace, and all ye powers divine; 
All that to mirth-and friendſhip do incline, - F 
Crown this auſpicious Caſk, and happy oight, 20 
With all things that can give delight; 
Be every care and anxious thought away; 
Ve tapers: ſtil] be bright and clear, 

| Rival the moon, and each pale ſtar 

Your beams ſhall e to none, bt his who brings 

the _ BUF 4 | 
5 | HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK W. ODE I. 


To VENUS. 


NCE more the Queen of Love invades my breaſt 
Late, with long eaſe and peaceful pleaſures bleſt; 
Spare, ſpare the wreteh, that ſtill has been thy ſlave,) 
And let my former ſervice have 
The merit to protect me to the grave. 
1 Much am I chang'd from what I once have been, 
When under Cynera the good and fair, 
With joy I did thy fetters wear, 
Bleſs'd in the gentle ſway of an indulgent queen. 
Stiff and unequal to the labour now, 
With pain my neck beneath thy yoke I bow. 
Why doſt thou urge me {till to bear? Oh! why * 
Doſt thou not much rather fly 
To youthful breaſts, to mirth and gaiety ? 5 
Go, bid thy ſwans their gloſſy wings expand, 
And ſwiftly through the yielding air 
To Damon thee their goddeſs bear, 
. Worthy to be thy flave, and fit for thy command. 
Noble, and graceful, witty, gay, and young, 
Joy in his heart, love on his charmirg tongue. 
Skill'd in a thouſand ſoft prevailing arts, 
With wondrous force the youth imparts f 
Thy power to unexperienc'd virgins hearts. 
Far ſhall he ſtretch the bounds of thy command; 
And if thou ſhalt his wiſhes bleſs, £ 
8 Beyond his rivals with ſucceſs, 


In gold and marble ſhall thy ſtatues ſtand. TEE or 
4 Beneath 
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Beneath the ſacred ſhade of Odel's wood, 3 
Or on the banks of Ouſe's gentle flood. 
With odorous beams a temple he ſhall raiſe, ä 
For ever ſacred to thy praiſe, _ _ f 
Till the fair ſtream, and wood, and love itſelf decays, 
"There while rich incenſe on thy altar burns, 

Thy votaries, the nymphs and ſwains, 

In melting. ſoft harmonious 1 
Mix'd with the ſofter flutes, ſhall tell their flames by 

turns. 

As love and beauty with the light a are born, 
. So with the day thy honours ſhall return ; 
Some lovely youth, pair'd with a bluſhing maid, } 


* 


A troop of either ſex ſhall lead, 
And twice the Salian meaſures round thy. altar tread, 
Thus with an equal empire o'er the light, . * 
The Queen of Love, and God of Wit, 
Together riſe, together ſit: 


But, goddeſs, do thou ſtay, and bleſs alone the night. | 


There may'ſ{ thou, reign, while I forget to love; 
No more falſe beauty ſhall my paſſion move; 


By mutual vows and oaths betray' d, 
To hope for truth from the proteſting maid. 
With love the ſprightly joys of wine are 1 
The roſes too ſhall wither now, 4 
That us d to ſhade and crown my bro, 
And round my chearful temples fragrant odours, ſhed. 
But tell me, Cynthia, ſay, bewitching fair, 


Nor ſhall my fond believing heart be led, | ö 


What mean theſe þghs ? why ſteals this falling « tear > 
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And when my ſtruggling thoughts for paſſage ſtrove, 1 
Why did my tongue refuſe to move; 5 
Tell me can this be any thing but love? 
Still with the night my dreams my — renew, 
Still the is preſent to my eyes, 
And ſtill in vain I, as ſhe flies, 
O'er woods, and plains, and 1 the end b maid 


purſu ue. 
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HORACE, BOOK. 1. EPISTLEIV. IMITATED. | 
RICHARD. THORNHILL, BSN. 


1 whom doubly to my heart commend 
The critic's art, and candour of a friend, 

Say what thou doſt in thy retirement find, 

Worthy the labours of thy active mind; 

Whether the tragic Muſe inſpires thy thought, 

To emulate what moving Otway wrote; 

Or whether to the covert of ſome grove, | 

Thou and thy thoughts do from-the world remove, 
Where to thyſelf thou all thoſe rules doſt ſhow, 
That good men ought to practiſe, or wiſe know. 

For ſure thy maſs of men is ne dull clay, 

But well-inform'd with: the celeſtial ray. 

The bounteous gods, to thee compleatly kind, 
In a fair frame inclos'd. thy fairer mind; 

| And 


* Who foughit the duel with Sir Cholmondley Deering. 
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And though they did profuſely wealth beſtow, 
They gave thee the true uſe. of wealth to know. 
Could ev'n the nurſe wiſh for her darling boy 
A happineſs which thou doſt not enjoy ; 
What can her fond ambition aſk beyond 
A ſoul by wiſdom's nobleſt precepts crown'd ? a 
Ty this fair ſpeech, and happy utterance join'd, 2 


© 


T' unlock the ſecret treaſures of the mind, 

And make the bleſſing common to mankind, 

On theſe let health and reputation wait. 

The fayour of the virtuous and the great: | 

A table chearfully and. cleanly ſpread, 

Stranger alike to riot and to need: 

Such an eſtate as. no extremes may know, 

A free and juſt diſdain for all things elſe below, - 
Amidſt uncertain hopes, and anxious cares, 

Tumultubus ſtrife, and miſerable fears, 

Prepare for all events thy conſtant breaſt, 

And let each day be to thee as.thy laſt. 

That morning's dawn will with new pleaſure riſe, . 

Whoſe light ſhall unexpected bleſs thy eyes. 

Me, when to town in winter you repair, 

Battening in eaſe you Il find, ſleek, freſh, and fair; 

Me, who have learn'd from Epicurus? lore, 

To ſnatch the bleſſings of the flying hour, 

Whom every Friday at the Vine “ you Il find 

His true 1 1 Log ur faithful friend. 
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THE. » 


aan | 
THE UNTON.,' i 
Wix. rich in brighteſt red the bluſhing Roſe 
Her freſheſt opening beauties did diſcloſe ; 

Her, the rough THiſtle from a neighbouring field, 
With fond defires and lover's eyes beheld : 
Straight the flerce plam luys by lis pointed darts, 3 
And wooes the gentle flower with ſofter arts. 
Kindly „i heard, and did bi flame approve, 1 
And on'd the yon worthy of ber love. 
Flora, whole happy laws the ſeaſons guide, 4 
Who does in fields and' painted meads preſi 4. © 
And crowns the gardens with their flowery pride, 
With pleaſute ſaw the abi pair combine, 
To favour Hat their Goudels did deſign, _ | 
And bid them in eternal Uhibn'join. 
Henceforth, ſſie fuid, in etch returning year, 
One ſtem the Thiſtle and the Roſe ſhall bear: 

ic This lifting grate, thou, O my Rofe? ſhalt be, 
Phe watlike Thiltle's arr, 4 ſute marr thee, 
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ox CONTENTMENT, 
DONE FROM run LATIN OF J. et 


ANY that once, by Fortune's bounty rear'd, 5 25 id 

Amidſt the Weafthy and the great appear ar dz | = 

3 thoſe envy*d heights declin d, } 
ve funk to thatjufk nf of mankind, _ 

"ap nor tco little nor too much | gives the true 

Peace of mind. 


ON | 
* In his Meditationes Sacre. 
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oN THE; LAST JUDGMENT, 


4 g : F 12 2 
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THE HAPPINESS OF THE SAINTS IN HEAVEN. 


1 


von FROM THE LATIN OF J. GERHARD. 


N that bleſs'd day, from every part, the "=" Lz 
Rais d from the liquid deep or eee 

The various products of Time s fruitful, d, 
All of paſt ages, preſent and to come, 

In full aſſembly ſhall at once reſort, ; ot. ers B 
And meet within high heaven s capacious court: 
There famous names rever' d in days of old, 

Our great forefathers there we ſhall behold, | 
From whom old ſtocks and anceſtry be „ 
And worthily in long ſucceſſion ran; 

The reverend ſires with pleaſure ſhall we greet 
Attentive hear, while faithful they repeat 

Full many a virtuous deed, and many a noble Feat. 
There all thoſe tender ties; which here below, 

Or kindred, or more facred-friendſhip know, | 
Firm, — 1 and unchangeable ſhall grow. 


Refin'd from paſſion, and the dregs of mw 5 


i ” 
7 
. 
N 4 


A better, truer, dearer love from thence, 
Its everlaſting Being ſhall commence : 

There, like their days, their joys ſhall ne'er be moth 
No night ſhall riſe, to ſhade heaven's ada ſun, 
But one eternal holy-day go on, 


; Th 5" "COLLINS 


TO THE//TUNE OF GRIM: KING or 'THE GHOSTS, 
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COLIN'S COMPLAINT, 


A nn Oh 


f 


NEARING beſide 8 ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid og 


And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 

A willow ſupported r 
The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply ; ; 
And the brook, in feturn to his pain, 

Ran mournfully murmuring by, 


Alas, filly ſwain that T was! 


Thus ſadly complaining, he cry'd, 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
| TD were better by far I had dy'd. 


She talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 


When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a pleaſure too Treat. 
I liſten'd, and cry'd, when the ſung, 
Was nightingule ever ſo ſweet ? 


How fooliſh-was I to bales 

She could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town? 


E. 2 


To think that a beauty 1⁰ gay, Nc 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 


Or go glad like our maidens in gray: 
Or live-in a-cottage on love? 


What though I have ſxill to complain, 
Though the Muſes my temples have crawn'd.; 

.-Whax:though, when. they hear my ſoft ſtrain; © © © 

be virgins fit weeping around, 

Ah, Calin, thy. hopes are in vain, cy Ie 7 

Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign; 8 r 

Thy falſe- one inclines to a ſwain, © | 

Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than pu 27M 


& 


And you, my campapiens ſo dear, 

| Who ſorrow to, ſee. me betray d, 
| Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, Oy «of 

| Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 4 : | 
| Though through the wide world n ee 
1 Tis in vain from my: mee 
N Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
| Tics mine to be canſtant and dir. 979) Þ , 


| 4 IF while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 

WM In her breaſt any pity is found, 

Ic her come with the nymphß of the Pen, 
= And ſee me laid low in the ground. 

j The laſt humble boon-that-Ticrave, 

| Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 

| And when. ſhe. looks. down-on my grave, 

| Let her own that her ſhepherd was. true, - 


) 


- 
REPLY TO MR. ROWE'S BALLAD. pF 
Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow 
And frolic it all the long day; 4 


While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of, or ken, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


REPLY, BY ANOTHER HAND. 
7 ts, | | 
YE winds to whom Colin complains; . 
In ditties fo fad and fo ſweet, 
Believe me, the ſhepherd bit feigns | 
He es wretched, to ſhew he has wit. 
No charmer like Colin can move, 
And this is ſome pretty new art; 
Ah! Colin 's a jugler in love, 
And likes to play tricks with my heart. 
eee e | 
When be will, ean ſigh and look pale, 
Seem doleful alter his face, 
Can tremble, gnd alter his tale, 
Ah! Colin hs every pace: 
The willow. my rbver prefers | 1 
To the breaſt; where he once depa t0 le 
n 1 And the ſtream, that he ſwells with his tears, 
28 1 Are rivals beloy'd more than I. 
E 3 f III. Hi 
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ROW ES POEMS.. 


His head my fond boſom would 6 
And my heart would ſoon beat him to reſt; 


Let the ſwain that is ſlighted deſpair, 


But Colin is only in jeſt: 


No death the deceiver deſigns, 


Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair; 
For Colin but dies in his lines 


And gives himſelf that modiſh air. 


* Vs; 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the court, 


So wittily talk of their flame ? 

But Colin makes paſſion his ſporttt. 
Beware of ſo fatal a game: $940 
My voice of no muſic can boaſt, j, 

Nor my perſon of ought that is fine, - 


But Colin may find, to his coſt, - 


A face that is fairer than mine. 
| & 
Ah! then I will break my lov'd crook, 


Too thee I Il bequeath all my ſheep, 


And die in the much-favour'd brook, 
Where Colin does now fit and weep : +» 


| Then mourn the ſad fate that you gave, 


In ſonnets ſo ſmooth and divine; 
Perhaps, J may riſe from my grave, 
To hear ſuch ſoft muſic as thine. 


VI. of 


— 
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REPLY TO MR. ROWE'S BALLAD. 


VI. 


Of the violet, daiſy, and roſe, 
The hearts-eaſe, the lily, and pink, 
Did thy fingers a garland compoſe, 


And crown'd by the rivulet's brink ; 


How oft, my dear ſwain, did I ſwear, _ 


How much my fond love did admire = 
Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 


Though deck'd in thy rural attire t| 


VII. 


Vour ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, | 


That all your ſmall ſubjects obey'd ; 
And ſtill you reign'd king of this heart, 
Whoſe paſſion you falſely upbraid ; 
How often, my ſwain, have I faid, - 

Thy arms are a palace to me, 


And how well J could live in a ſhade, 


35 


Though adorned with nothing but thee? _ 


Oh! what are the ſparks of the town, 
Though never ſo fine and ſo gay? 


I I freely would leave beds of down, 
For thy breaſt on a bed of new hay ; 


Then, Colin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in love, 
Let me find thee a faithful true ſwain, 


And as conſtant a nymph I will prove. g 
24 EPIGRAME 
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oo A LADY, WO SHED Hen WATER. AT SEEING 
THE TRAGEDY or caTo; 'QCCASIONED; BY AN 
Erie, on. A LADY WHO PFs: n 


ity io 19/1 


W HILSTmaudlin Whigs deplory their Cat sfate, 


| Still with dry eyes the. Tory Celia ſate: 

But though her pride farbade ber eyss.to floh,. 
The guſhzng waters found a vent below. ; 
Though ſecret yet with copious ſtreams ſhe mourns, 
Like twenty River-Gods with all ee 160 * 
Let others ſcxeway hy pocritic face, 1 

She ſhewy her grief in a ſincerer e Me bu 
Here Nature reigns, and paſſion void of ans 7 
For this road ae VASAT eren N ow 


4.4 


"TMATATED | In LATIN. A 


LORAT Vita" fa; 3 e turks Catonis, 
Ecce! oculis ſiccis Cælia fixa ſedet; a 
A. quanquamwlacrymis faſtus vetat ora rigari, 
Invenere viam qua per opaca fluant: 
Clam dolet ilar quidem, manat tamen humor abunde, 
| Numinis exrurnk; ceu fluvialis aqua. 
Diſtorquent aliæ vultus, ſimulantque dolorem: 
Quæ mage ſincera eſt Oælia parte dolet. 
Qui mera natura eſt, non perſonata per 1 0 : 
ED EE cordis ad ima vid. ö 


: mee. 8 MCEN As. 
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VERSES OCCASIONED.BY THF HONOURS engen 
RED ON' THE RIGHT HON.” THE EARL or 
HALIPAX, 1714; 

BEING THAT, XBAR INSTALLED, WIGHT or Tur 

vos YOBKE. ORDER or GARTER. = 


HOEBUS'and Cilar once conſpir d to grace : 
A noble knight, of ancient Tuſcan Face. 
The monarch, greatly / conſcious of his worth, 
From books and his retirement call'd him forth ; 
Adorn'd the patriot with the Civic crown, | 
The Conſul's Faſces and Patrician gown.: 
The world's whole wealth he gave him to <1: 
And teach the ry af trealure where 4o flow ; 
To him he bade th uppliant nations come, 
And on his counſels fix'd the fate of -Rome.- 
The God of Wits. who dale dim btb 10 ing, 
And tune high vumbers to the vocal ſtring, 5 
With jealous eyes beheld the bountegus kings... 
Forbear, he y d, to rob me of my ſhare; 
Our common favourite is our common care. b 
Honours and wealth thy gratefu] hand may give 3 
But Phoebus only bids. the poet live, | 


The ſervice of his faithful heart is things; b 

There let thy. Julian Star an emblem ine, 2 
His mind, and her imperial ſeat are mine. 

Then bind his brow, ye Theſpian: maids, he faid-; [ 

The willing Muſes the command obey'd, 

And wove the deathleſs laurel for his head. 


53 ROWTE'S POEMS, 


5 4 1 T1 
EE For” ee 
ON THE PRINCE//OF. WALES'S,'THEN-REGENT, AP, 
FEARING, AT,THE FIRE IN, SPRING-GARDEN, 0 
1776. Xs 


HY Ss. bleſt Britannis: ſcorns to ſleep, 
oe When the ſad ſubjects of his father weep ; 

- Weak princes by their fears increaſe diſtreſs ; 3 
He faces danger, and ſo makes it leſs. | 
Tyrants on blazing towns may ſmile with; joy . 


He Knee ee n 


4 


in 
MADE TO A SIMILE OF MR. POPE. 


Wins at our houſe the ſervants brawl, 
0 And raiſe an uproar in the hall; on 
When John the butler, and our Mary, | 
About the plate and linen var: 
Till the ſmart dialogue grows rich, N 0 
In ſneaking dog! and ugly bitch! 0 Th 
Down comes my lady like the devil, - 5 
And makes them filent all and civil. 
Thus cannon clears the cloudy air 
And ſcatters tempeſts brewing there: 
Thus bullies ſometimes keep the peace, 
And one ſcold makes another can 


r bt ob hs 


e N 


ON A FINE WOMAN WHO HAD A DULL 
HUSBAND. 


* 


* 
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Wins. on b Celia's eyes I gaze, 
And bleſs their light divine; 


I ſtand confounded with amaze, 
To think on what they ſhine. 


II. 
On one Mite clod of earth he "Ra 
To fix their influence; 


k Which Kindles not at thoſe bright beams, 
Nor wakens into ſenſe. | 


III. 


Loſt and bewilder'd with the thought, 
| I could not but complain, 
; That nature's laviſh hand had wrought * 
4 This faireſt work in vain. 


F att oath - 
Thus ſome, who have the ſtars ſurvey'd, 
Are ignorantly led, | 


To think thoſe glorious lamps were made 
To No Tom-F en to bed. | 
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OCCASIONEDBY His FIRST VISIT TO LADY 


| 415 2011 


'EARING that Chloe? 8 rr crown d 
The ſummit af 2 neighbouring N. * 


Where « every. rural.j joy was found, . 
W here health. and wealth were plac 'd —. 


To wait like Ls on ber will. 


1 went: and foung Twas $6 they —_ 
That every thing | look d freſh . ak 
Her herds i in flower) paſtures ſtray d, 
9 Wäg the grecy-wood ſhade. i 


"ZZ EF EE 


5 Zh . 
But wha T ba troubled dent 
Uneaſy grown within my breaſt, 
My breath come ſhort, and in each 0 
Some new diſorder ſeem to ſtart. 
Which et me fre and broke my reſt 5: 


b 4 


—_— |. 


b 5 I E45 96 Nan ö 
Some noxious vapour ſure, I ſaid, "Ld 
From this,vg»holſome. ſoil 2 riſes. 
Some ſecret venom is conveyd 81 

Or from this field, or from that made, 


ode the n of life ſurprize. 


V. Soon 
4 / ; [ 


oA eee « * 


Soon as the ſkilful Ro beheld _ : 

Jy The chaiige that in my benltfH was grown : 
Blame not, Ie eryd, nt Wood not fela , 
Diſeaſes which ſich fymptonis yield, Wb - 

Proceed flom Che Wen 3 


N 1 WE Ln 
Alike e zxob orol s "oy 
The coldeſt breaſt r besürke — 
And though the · ver took yon chere, 
If Chloe · Rad not Beem for fiir; © 
The OY had never ne you harm 
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ro LADY WARWICK” ON" NN Litter 
GOING To- IRELAND. 
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Wha chain loud ſtorms; and Rillthe raging main 
With care the gentle Lycidas convey, 


And bring the faithful lover fate pagan. 

TEST n. Nia T 
ben Albion” $ yy with „ l, 
Penſive and ſad upon the deck he ſtood, 


Pf every joy in Chloe's eyes bereft, 


And his ſorrows in the ſwelling flood. 
as III. 28 


„ ROWE'S POEMS, | 
III. : 
Ah, faireſt maid ! whom, as I well divas. . 


The righteous gods | his juſt reward ordain; 
For his return thy pious wiſhes join, 


That thou at a may ſt pay him for his pine 
| IV., 
And fince his love does thine alone purſue, " 2 
In arts unpractis d and unus'd to range;. . 
I charge thee be by his example true /... * 
And ſhun thy ſex's inclination, change. 
OTA IT IP, 2 6 
When crowds of youthful lovers round thee wait, 
And tender thoughts 1 in ſweeteſt words impart ;, 
When thou art woo'd by titles, wealth, and ſtate, 
| Then think on Lycidas, and guard thy heart. 
When the gay theatre ſhall charm thy eyes, 
When artful wit ſhall ſpeak thy beauty's praiſe ; 
When harmony ſhall thy ſoft ſoul ſurprize, 
_ -Sooth all thy ſenſes, and thy paſſions raiſe ; 
Amidſt whatever various joys appear, 
Yet breathe one ſigh, for one ſad minute mourn 


Nor let thy heart know one delight fincere, 
Till thy own trueſt Lycidas return. 


TM» 


A en 


Er 22. 4. 0 VISIT. 


FT and Beauty t other r. | 
Chanc'd to take me in their way; 

And, to make the favour greater, 
Brought the Graces and Good-nature, 
Converſation care-beguiling, 
Joy in dimples ever ſmiling, 
All the pleaſures here below, 
Men can aſk, or gods beſtow... 
A jolly train, believe me! No: 
There were but two, Lepell * and How. 


THE Waun nenn. 


10 MRS. 4 » 


E I 
* % 


S on a ſummer's day 
In the greenwood ſhade I lay, 
The maid that I lov'd, | 
; As her fancy mov'd, _ 
; Came walking forth that way. 
IT. And 


* Afterwards the celebrated Lady Harvey. 
L E 


* ROW EHS P OE MS. 
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> | 3 
And as me piſſed by 4 HT 
With a ſcarnful glance of. NN he 
What A "ſhame, qr: oth We. My 
"Yr F ſwain muſt it de, A & "bn A. 


| Like A lazy loon for to to die e 
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| And doſt | thomdthing — 

What Pan our got has dcerced 
What a prize today, £ 
_ Shall be given aways; 1d ov 2 HT 

| Ned the ſweeteſt ſhepherd's reed ? — 
og 
Tes rot £ fipgle War o 
Of all this fruitful plain, . 
But wirkt hopes nd few 
ebe een 

The ws ee e, ä 


Feb nous! £ fro 2 7 
Vl I. n V. 5051 111 * 
Shall Fer ee . 
In brighter array tham tune? 
5 Up, up dul Wann 
Pune thy pipe once again, 
And make the garland mine. 
as | | VI, Alas! 0 


—— 


. 
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wn: <eccidd 9 
VI. 
Alas l my love, he cry'd, 
What avails this courtly pride ? 
Since thy dear deſertt 


Is written in my heart, ; 
What is all the world beſide ? 


f Hun ; 


To me thou art more gay, | 
In this homely ruſſet gray, 
Than the nymphs of our green, 
| So trim and ſo ſheen ; 
Dr che brighteſt Queen of May. 

3 —_ 
| What though my fortune frown, 

And deny thee a ſilken gown; | 
My own dear maid, _ 
Bie content with this ſhade, 

And a ſhepherd all thy own. 

; CC  _— Þ 


SONG. AH WIL LOW. 


N THE SAME, IN HER SICKNBS8. 
I. | 
O0 che brook and the willow that heard him complain, 
Ah willow, willow. 
Poor Colin ſat weeping, and told them his pain; 
Ah willow, willow ; ah willow, willow. IA 
by F | II, Sweet 


"ROWE'S POEMS. 
II. 
Sweet ſtream, he cry 4 "ys rn teach the i flow. 
Ah willow, &Cc. 
And the waters ſhall riſe the HE with my wor, 
Ah "EP, ral: 
N 8 " III. "if 5 $031 
All reſtleſs and painful 8 lies, 
Ah willow, &. 
And counts the fad moments of time 3 as it e 
Ah willow, &. 
| 1 7 | 
To the 3 5 my heart loves, ye tft dumber repair 
Ah willow, &c. 


Spread your downy wings © 'er her, and make he, 
your Tue. | Ab willow, Ne; 290 
3 * Soy 1 4 1a 

Thank brook, were thy chance near her pillow to-creep, 

Ah willow, &c. | 
Perhaps thy ſoft murmurs might lull her to hep. 

i © 2226. Ar EIARIHPNEE I 

VI. 

Let me be kept waking, my eyes never ec 

Ah willow, &c. 
So the ſleep that Tloſe' _ my far-one rope 

Ah eat &c, 

* gon. . f WES 7-4 

But if] I: am i 50% 0 to bi wretched indeed; | 
Ah willow, &. 171 
If the loſs of my 9 my love is deen, 


Ah willow, &c, f 
If 


8 O N 8. 67 
VIII. 
If no more my ſad heart, at _ thall be chear d; 
Ah willow, &c. 
If the voice of my warhler no more l be 3 
Ah willow, &c. $2107 
IX. 
Believe me, thou fair one ; thou dear - one, n 
Ah willow, &c. | | 
Few ſighs to thy loſs, and fow 2 111 1 gre. 
Ah willow, &c. 5 A 


X. 
r; one fate to thy Colin and thee ſhall be ty d, 
Ah willow, &c. 
ie, And ſoon lay thy ſhepherd cloſe by thy 20 Gs. 
Ah willow, Kc. 
| XI. 
ep, Then run, gentle brook; and to loſe thyſelf, baſte; 
Ah willow, willow. - - 
Fade thou too, my willow, this 0 is my laſts. 
Ah willow, willow; ah willow, willow. 


| . ) ; +4 
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TO THE Lu ge e 5 
iT. 
Wuar charms in da are found 
To ſoften every pain! 
How do we catch the healing ſound, 
And feel the foothing ſtrain! _ . 
F 2 IA Still 


— 


SORT 5 
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? TT. 8 a 
Still when I hear thee, O my fair. 
I bid my heart rejoice z | | 
I ſhake off every ſullen care, . ce "4, V1 
For ſorrow flies thy voice, 
| II. 
| The ſeaſons Philomel Fa 0 
Whene er they hear her "+08 | 
She bids the winter fly away, 
And ſhe recalls the ſpri ng. 1 
— u 
8 O N by 1 8 
THE FAIR IN CONSTAN x. 8 
HE. b G 
MINCE I have long lov'd you in van, © Wa 
And doted on every feature; LT  þr* 
Give me at length but leave to ede WA 
Of ſo ungrateful a creature. PPS. ROD Gi 
Though I beheld in your wandering eyes ' _ KW 
The wanton ſymptoms of ranging ; Al 
Still I reſoly'd againſt being wile, | Let 
And loy'd you in ſpite of * changing. W. 
| SHE. To 
Why ſhould you blame what heaven has made Att 
Or find any fault in creation? = MJ 
"Tis not the crime of the faithleſs maid, „ Jo 
Dp nature* s inclination. * An 


5 ri. 


Tis 


Tis not becauſe I love you leſs, 
Or think you not a true one; 
But if the truth I muſt confeis, 
I always lov'd a new-one. 


— . ——Uü—ͤ— 
ro LORD WARWICK ON HIS 


; BIRTH-DAY. | | 
=", fraught with all that grateful minds can 


move, 
With friendſhip, tenderneſs, reſpect, and love; 
The Muſe had wiſh'd, on this returning day, 
Something moſt worthy of herſelf to ſay : 
To Jove ſhe offer d up an humble prayer, 
To take the noble Warwick to his care. 
Give him, ſhe ſaid, whate'er diviner grace 
Adorns the ſoul, or beautifies the face: 
Let manly conſtancy confirm his truth, 
And gentleſt manners crown his blooming youth, 
Give him to fame, to virtue to aſpire, | 
Worthy our ſongs and thy informing fire r 
All various praiſe, all honours, let him prove, 
Let men admire, and ſighing virgins love: 
With honeſt zeal inflame his generous mind, 
To love his country, and protect mankind. 
Attentive to her prayer, the gud reply'd, 
Why doſt thou aſk what has not been deny'd ? 
Jove's bounteous hand has laviſh'd all his power, 
And making what he is, can add no more. 
F 3 Yet 


7 
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Yet fince I joy in what 1 did create, | P3350 Ja a. ls" 
| I will prolong the favourite Warwick's fate, 8 Y 
And lengthen out his } cork to ſome uncommon date. 


TO LADY JANE WHARTON, ON HER 
STUDYING THE GLOBE. 


-HILE o'er the globe, fair nymph, your ſearches 
Tun, UN ein . 
And trace its rolling circuit e the ſun, Y Y 

| You ſeem'd the world beneath you to ſurvey; + 

With eyes ordain'd to give its people day. | 

With two fair lamps methought your nations ſhone, 

While ours are poorly lighted up by one. 

How did thoſe rays your happier empire gild | 

How clothe the flowery mead and fruitful field! 

Your earth was in eternal ſpring array'd, 

And laughing joy amidſt its natives play'd. | 

Buch is their day, but-chearleſs is their night, 

No friendly moon reflects your abſent light: 

And oh! when yet ere many years are paſt, 

Thoſe beams on other objects ſhall be plac d, | 

When ſome young hero, with reſiſtleſs art, 

Shall draw thoſe eyes, and warm that virgin hearts 

How ſhall your creatures then their loſs deplore, 

And want thoſe ſuns that riſe for them no more? 

The bliſs you give will be confin'd to one, 

And for his ſake your world muſt be undone. 


4 
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70 > dans, PULTENEY; UPON | HER GOING 
zul, ABROAD. 


\IR'D with the frequent miſchiefs of her eyes, 

To diftant climes the fair Belinda flies. 
She ſees her ſpreading flames conſume afound, 
And not another e to be found, _ 
Secure in foreign realm? at will to reign, _ 
She leaves her vaſſals here with proud Ak. 
One only j joy which in her heart ſhe wears, 
The dear companion of her flight the bears. 
ZEneas thus a burning town forſbok, 


Thus into baniſhment his gods he took: 


But, to retrieve his native Troy's diſgrace, 


Fix'd a new empire in a hapyier place. 


1 
ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 1716. 
| Pee N n ; 
ATIL to thee, gloriqus rifing year, 
With what uncommon'grace thy days appear ! 
| Comely art thou in thy prime, 
Lovely child of hoary Time; 
| Where thy golden footſteps tread, 
Pleafures all around thee ſpread; , 
Bliſs and beauty grace thy train; 
Muſe, ſtrike the lyre to ſome immortal ſtrain. 


"E405. But 
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But oh! what {kill, what maſter hand, 
Shall govern or conſtrain the wanton band 1 
Looſe like my verſe they dance, and all without com- 
mand. 
Images of faireſt things, 
Crowd about the ſpeaking ſtrings ; 
Peace and ſweet proſperity, 
Faith and chearful loyalty, 
With . love and deathleſs Poeſy. 2} 
II. | 4 
ve frowling ſhades on break . 
Well do ye fly and ſhun the purple day. 
Every fiend and fiend- like form, 
Black and ſullen as a ſtorm, | 
Jealous fear, and falſe ſurmiſe, s. 
Danger with her dreadful eyes, 
Faction, fury, all are fled, 
And bold rebellion hides her daring head. 
Behold, thou gracious year, behold, 
To whom thy treaſures all thou ſhalt unfold, 
For whom thy whiter days were kept from times of old 
See thy George, for this is he! 
On his right hand waiting free, 
Britain and fair Liberty: 


Every good is in his face, * 
_ _ _ Every open honeſt grace. 
Thou great nn ! erty] be oy race 7 
| 
HI. 


 » See! the ſacred ſcyon "MEIN 1 | 
-- Bee the glad promiſe of a line of Kings 


Royal F 


ON THE NEW YEAR 3 
Royal youth ! what bard divine, 
| Equal to a praiſe like thine, 
. Shall in ſome exalted meaſure 
Sing thee, Britain's deareſt treaſure ? 
Who her joy in thee ſhall tell, 
Who the ſprightly note ſhall ſwell 
His voice attempering to the tuneful ſhell ? 

Thee Audenardg's recorded field, 

Bold in thy brave paternal band, beheld, /' 
And faw with hopeleſs heart thy fainting rival yield: 
Troubled he, with ſore diſmay, 

To thy ſtronger fate gave way, 
Safe beneath thy noble ſcorn, 
Wingy-footed was he borne, _ 

Swift as the fleeting ſhades upon the golden corn. 


N IV. 
What RE what diſtinguiſh'd worth, 
From thee ſhall lead the coming ages forth ? 
Creſted helms and ſhining ſhields, 
} Warriors fam'd in foreign fields; 
Hoary heads with olive bound, 
Kings and lawgivers renown'd ; 
Crowding ſtill they riſe anew, | 
Beyonll the reach of deep prophetic view. 
Young Auguſtus ! never ceaſe ! 
Pledge of our preſent and our future peace, 
Still pour the bleſſings forth, and give thy great increaſe. 
All the ſtock that fate ordains 


To ſupply ſucceeding reigns, 


Whether 
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Whether glory mall inſpire WOE 
Gentler arts or martial fire, | 
Still the fair deſcent ſhall be £3 
Dear to Albion all, like thees, | 
Patrons of pany rules, and foes to aur. 
| 1 
Wn enlden, lights who. thine. oa 5 15 
Ve potent planets who aſcend the wa 
On the opening year diſpenſe, , 
All your kindeſt influence; 5 
Heavenly powers be all Am 4 
For our Carolina's guard ; 
Short and eaſy be the pains, 
Which for a nation s weal the heroine ſuſtains, 
Britannia's angel, be thou near ; ; "g 
The growing race is thy peculiar c 
Oh ſpread thy ſacred wing above the ro. ny nie 
SGSeorge by thee was wafted oer, | 
To the long expected ſhore : 
© None prefuming to withſtand 
Thy celeſtial armed hand. 
While, his ſacred head to ſhade, 
The blended croſs on high thy ſilver ſhield 9 
But oh] what other "Ol divine mW 
Propitious near the hero ſeems to ſhine ! 
Peace of mind, and joy ſerene, 
In her ſacred eyes are ſeen, 
Honour binds her mitred brow, 
Faith and truth beſide her go, 
With zeal and pure devotion bending low. 


o TAN MW YEAR: 
A thouſand ſtorms around her threat, 
A thouſand biflows roar beneath her feet, 
While, fix'd upon a rock, ſhe keeps her ſtable ſeat. 
Still in ſign of ſure defence, 
Truſt and mutual confidence, © 
On the monarch, ſtanding by, | 
Still the bends her gracious eye, | 
Nor fears her foes approach, while heaven and he are 


Hence then with every anxious care | 
Be gone, pale En vy, and thou cold Deſpair J. 
Seek ye out a moody cell, 8 
Where deceit and treaſon dwell; 
There repining, raging, fill 
The idle air with curſes fill; 
There blaſt the NLO wild, and the bleak northern 
V 
There your ankle vatuly moan z 
There where, with murmurs horrid as your own, 
Beneath the {weeping winds, the bending foreſts groan z 
But thou, Hope, with ſmiling chear, - 
Do thou bring the ready year; 
See the hours! a choſen band 
| See with jocund looks they ſtand, * 
All in » they trim array, and waiting for — 


VIII. 


The welcome train begins to move, 
Hope leads increaſe and chaſte connubial love: 
ech Flora 


* 
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Flora ſweet ber bounty ſpreads, —- 
Smelling gardens, painted meads; - 
© Ceres crowns the yellow.plain ; 
Pan rewards the ſhepherd's pain; 
All is plenty, all is wealth, 
And on the balmy air ſits roſy- colour'd health. 
T hear the mirth, I hear the land rejoice, 
Like many waters ſwells the pealing noiſe, | 
While to their monarch, thus, they raiſe the public voice, 
Father of thy country, hail! .. i | 
Always every where prevail ; 
Pious, valiant, juſt, and wiſe, 
Better ſuns for thee ariſe, 
Purer breezes fan the ſkies, 
Earth in fruits and flowers is dreſt, 
Joy abounds in every breaſt, - 
For thee thy people all, op thee the years bleft. 


4 


HY PR 
rok THE KING'S BIRTH-DAY, 
| MAY 28, 1716. 


| I. | ; 
AY thy flowery 3 by, „ 
Ever-blooming gentle May ! | 
Other honours now are nigh ; 
Other honours ſee we pay. 
Lay thy flowery garlands by, &c, . 


n | II, Majefty 


e. 


ON THE" KING'S BIRTHDAY. 57 
6 . 
Majeſty and great renoõẽõumn 
Wait thy beamy brow cir 
Parent of our hero, thou, ut 2 
George on Britain didſt beſtow, 
- Thee the trumpet, thee the drum, 
With the plumy helm, become: 
Thee the ſpear and, ſhining ſhield, E 


| With * bbb of the Ane . 


Call thy . bleſſings forth, 
For the honour of his 5 "* 


Still the voice of loud commotian;; 1  * 


Bid complaining murmurs ceaſe, 


Lay the billows of the oceann 


And compoſe the land in peace. 
Call thy better, &c, 
L halo en 
Queen of odours, fragrant May, | 
For this boon, this happy day, 
Janus with the double face _ 
Shall to thee reſign his place, 5 
Thou ſhalt rule with better grace: 
Time from thee ſhall wait his doom, 


And thou ſhalt lead the year for every age to come. 


| v. 
Faireſt month, in Cæſar pride thee, 
Nothing like him canſt thou bring, 


Though the Graces ſmile beſide thee : 


"I" thy bounty gives the Spring. 
| VI, Though 


„ ROWE YS ae 5 
VI. 
Though like Flora thou array thee, 
Finer than the painted _ $ 
Carolina ſhall repay thee 
All thy eee all thy how. 
TIN PIE 
; She herſelf' a ety greater 
Than thy golden ſun aner 


And her ſmiling offspring ſweeter 
Than the bloom of all thy 3 — 
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Wren! chou 5040 nally! fire ire, 5 
All richly in thy furry mantle glad; 
What thoughts of mirth can feeble age inſpire, 
To make thy | once — brow ſo e gl 
| CLIC T1. h 4 
Now I les the reafon plan, 401 
Now I ſee thy jolly train: 3 : 1 5 
Snowycheaded Winter leads, A 41 1 
Spring and Summer next e 
_ Yellow Autumn, brings the rear, 
” Thou art father of the year. 
1 1 ee 
While Frog the rolly mellow d eh 
Abounding plenty takes her birth, 
The conſcious ſire exulting ſees | 
The ſeaſons ſpread their rich increaſe 


0 4101 16% 


4 


— A 


80 


8 Rebel ſons nor foreign foes. Fi 4 


{ 
2: 


| ON THE NEW YEAR. 79 

So duſky night and chaos ſmil'd 

On 3 n their lovely child. 

AT = 

G fe ne. 

What blifs thou doſt fupply! 

The foul brings forth the fair 

To deck the changing year. 

When our old pleafures die, 

Some new one ſtill is s nigh ; 

Oh. E era 
15 tay 190 3919 

os A8 ons; Pie the ſeaſons, turn; 

And now we laugh, and now we meurn. 

Britannia Tate oppreſs'd with dread, 

Hung her declining drooping head : 

A better viſage now ſhe wears, ZM 

And now at once ſhe quits her fears: 

Strife and war no more ſhe knows, 


ane VIoo ab! 
Safe beneath her — 
In ſecurity ſhe ſits; 
Plants her looſe foundations faſter, 5 ä 
Aud'ker ſorrows paſt forgets. 1 at 
VII. ain Ri 
Happy iſle ! the care of heaven, 
To the guardian hero given, 
Unrepining till obey kim, 
Still with love and duty pay him. | 
VIII. Though 


— 
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While conteſting kings attend _ 


Could he, Britain, give thee more 
Than the pledge he left behind him ? 'S 


ODE TO PEACE, FOR THE YEAR 17:8. 
eee. eee e 
HOU faireſt, ſweeteſt daughter of the ſkies, 
Indulgent, gentle, life-reſtoring Peace ! 
With what auſpicious beauties doſt thou riſe, 


And Britain's ee Janus bleſs 1 
| Hoary winter ſmiſes before thee, 
Dances merrily along : 
Hours and ſeaſons all adore thee, 
And for thee are ever young: NEN 
Ever, goddeſs, thus appear, , 
ann N {hand 


| TIT. F 
In thee the RS bg D thee the day is bleſtz 

In thee the deareſt of the purple eaſt: , 
"Tis thine immortal pleaſures to impart, _ 
Mirth to inſpire, and raiſe the drooping heart ; : 
To thee the pipe and tuneful ſtring belong, 
Thou theme eternal for the poet's ſong. 


A Wed bas 


Yd Wd ON 


5 


; IV, Awake 


4 „ 


FIS TEE TO FLV Bs 
IV. | 
Awake the golden lyre, 
Ye Heliconian chor; 
Swell every note ſtill higher, 78 
5 And melody ãnſpire Ks 4 ts 3265 1 EAA 
At heaven and earth's deſire. 


—— 
v. 


e e e 0 
With due complacency ! | 
Sweet Peace, tis all by thee, 24, e 
Tor thou art harmony. See N 
e entoteet pas ent way ay 10 % . 
Who, by nature's faireſt creatures, 
Can deſcribe her heavenly features? 
What compariſon can fit her? 
Sweet are rofes, ' ſhe is ſweeter © 
Light is good, but Peace is better. 
Would you ſee her ſuch as Jove 
Form'd for univerſal love, Ito. 
Bleſs'd by men and gods 1 
Would you every feature (mM | 
Every ſweetby-ſmiling wore” dan ffT 
Seek our Carolina's face. h od L 
VII. 
Peace and ſhe ar Britain's treaſures //- |. ol 
Fruitful in eternal pleaſures 8 lead 3 | 
Still their bounty, {hall increaſe, us, li San v4 
Still their {miling; offspring bleſs us. | 
Happy day, when each was given | 
By 'Gzſar and indulging Heaven. 


WY YR Were 


© h G. CHORUS 
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CHORUS. 


; Hail, ye celeſtial-pair | | if 
Still let Britannia be your care 
And Peace and Carolina crown the year. 


— * — — | $2 
; ODE-FOR. THE KING'S BIBTH-DAY, n 


"5 eee 
4 O * touch the Kring, 2 Maſe; and oy, | 
Why are peculiar times and ſeaſons bleſt ? 
As it in Fate, that one diſtinguiſh'd day. 
Should with more W purple . the Eaſt? 


I... 


£3 29 


2 . a 
. Look on e ee eee 6-7 
| / How the careleſs minutes paſs, - 

' How they wear a common face: 
I One is what another was! + br 
E eee ; 


Re” Bid the feſtival ſtand fort IT 
TD.ill the golden light 8 TY 
| _ 
1 How had eee been beer, 
- Unthought:of as the things that never BE. 
Had not our greateſt 'Czfar been its lot, 
And call'd it from amongſt the yulgar year! 


\ N 
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ODE FOR THE KING'S BIRTHDAY. 3; 
— I IV. 
Now, Nature, be gay 
In the pride of thy May, 
T0 court let thy graces repair: 
Loet Flora beſtow. | Sock 
The crown from her "ella 04 * | 
* For our brightens Britannia to 3 * 
. 
Through eee of thy peopled euch, 
Far as the ſea's or Czfar's influence goes, 
Let thankful nations celebrate his birth, 
And bleſs.the zuthor of mann 
aſt? VI. 
Let Volga tumbling in caſcades, 4 
And Po that glides through poplar _ 
And Tagus bright in ſands of gold, 
And Arethuſa, rivers old, 
Their great deliverer ſing. _ 
Not, Danube, thou whoſe winding flood 
So long has bluſh'd with Turkiſh blood, | 
To Czſar ſhall refuie a ſtrain, = 
Since now thy ſtreams without a ſtain 
Run cryſtal as their ſpring. 
| CHORUS. 
| To mighty George, that heals thy wounds, 
: That names thy kings and marks thy bounds, 
The joyful voice, O Europe, raiſe: 
In the great Mediator's praiſe 
Let all thy various tongues combine, 
And Britain's feſtival be thine. | 
G 2 CDE 


* ** 1 


2% e u. 
ODE TO THE THAMES [FOR THE YEAR 1719, 


ING of the Floods, ike friendly 8 
To fold alternate in thy. winding | train, 


The lofty palace and the fertile vate;" | | 8 
King of the Floods, Britannia's citing hail 47 
Hail with the year ſo well begun, * 
And bid his each revolving ſun, 
. qui es in . eee 
i II. N x Fo 5 
From u fever kallißg urn 1 5 
© "Flowers, bloom and fair increaſe 
With the ſeaſons take their cy ; 
From thy tributary ſeas + | 
Tides of various wealth bikes thee 
Seas and ſeaſons all revenge BN. 
| 1K. ee . 
Here on 1 banks, to mate the Kies, 1 
Auguſta's hallow'd domes ariſe ; 
And there thy ample boſom pours . | 
Her numerous ſouls and floating towers; 
Whoſe terrors late to vanquiſn'd Spain were known, 
And Ztna ſhook with thunder not her own.” 
| IV . * 
6 Fulleſt flags thou doſt . 


While thy banks confine thy courſe 3 | E 
Emblem of our Cæſar's reign, 


r & @& — 


oy, 


ODE TO THE THAMES.” 


Ys no 4 10 
9. $0 — thou Kill, der d by diſtant vw... 
Ne'er ſtain thy cryſtal with domeſtic jars: _ 
As Czfir's reign; to Britain ever dear, 
Shall „ the gabi years cake 
vr. | 
On thy ſhady margin, 
Care its load diſcharging,” 
1s lull'd to gentle reſt: 
Britain thus diſarming, U 
Nor no more alarming, 
Shall ſleep on Cæſar's breaſt. 
e eee 
Sweet to diſtreſs is balmy ſleep, 
4 To fleep auſpicious dreams, 


| Thy, meadows, Thames, to nk ber- 2 | 


_ ..*, Ta thirſt, thy filver ſtreams ; 
More fwweet.than all, the praiſe 
| Of Cæſar's golden days: 
Czſar's praiſe is ſweeter; 
Britain's pleaſure greater; 
Still may Cæſar's reign excel; 55 
n, | Sweet the praiſe of reigning well. 


CWORU'S:. 
Gentle ad! ever walt, 
As'now, on Britain's kindeſt fate; : 
Crown all our vows, and all thy gifts btw; I 
4 Tilt Time ho more * his wn 58 
d T. Thames forgets to flow wan td 


F. 
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THE STORY OF GLAUCUS AND SCYLLA. 
FROM ov1D' s METAMORPHOSES, BOOK XIII. 
ERE ceas'd the nymph; the fair aſſembly broke; 
The ſea · green Nereids to the waves betook: 
While Scylla, fearful of the wide-ſpread main, 
Swift to the ſafer ſhore returns again. 
There o'er the ſandy margin, unarray d, 
With printleſs footſteps flies the bounding maid ; 
Or in ſome winding creek's ſecure retreat ' | 
She bathes her weary limbs,and ſhuns the noonday s heat, 
Her Glaucus ſaw, as o'er the deep he rode, 
New to the ſeas, and late receiv'd a god. 
He faw, and languiſh'd for the virgin's love, 
With many an artful blandiſhment he ſtrove 
Her flight to hinder, and her fears remove. 
The More he ſues, the more ſhe wings her flight, 
And nimbly gains a neighbouring mountain's beight, 
| Steep ſhelving to the margin of the flood, 
A. neighbouring mountain bare and woodleſs ſtood 
Here, by the place ſecur'd, her ſteps ſhe ſtay d, 
And, trembling till, her lover's form ſurvey'd. 
His ſhape, his bue, her troubled ſenſe appall, | 
And dropping locks that o'er his ſhoulders fall; 
| She ſees his face divine, and manly brow, | 
End in a fiſh's wreathy tail below : _ - © 
She ſees, and daubts within her anxious mind, 
Whether he comes of god, or monſter kind. 


(His hand ſupporting on a rock lay near © 


Forbear, he cry'd, * maid, this needleſs fear. 8 


This Glaucus ſoon perceiv'd ; and, Oh! forbear ? 


= 


GLAUGUS AND SCYLLA. 87. 
Nor fiſh am I, nor monſter of the main, a 
p But equal with the watery gods I reign; . 
Nor Proteus nor Palæmon me excell, 

Nor he whoſe breath inſpires the ſounding ſhell. 

My birth, tis true, I owe to mortal race, 

And I myſelf but late a mortal was 

Ev'n then in ſeas, and ſeas alone, I joy'd; 

The ſeas my hours, and all my cares, r 
In meſhes now the twinkling prey I drew; _ : 
Now ſxilfully the lender line I threw, , N L 
And ſilent fate the moving float to view. 

Not far from ſhore, there lies a verdant mead, ., 

With herbage half, and half with water ſpread : 
There, nor the horned heifers browſing ſtray, 

Nor ſhaggy kids nor wanton lambkins play; 

There, nor the ſounding bees their nectar cull, 

Nor rural ſwains their genial chaplets pull; 

Nor flocks, nor herds, nor mowers, haunt. the place, 
To crop the flowers, or cut the buſhy. graſs; _.. 
Thither, ſure firſt of living race came I, 

And fat by chance, my dropping nets to dry. 

My ſcaly prize, in order all diſplay d, 

By number on the greenſword there I lay'd, 

My captives, whom or in my nets I took, 

Or hung unwary on my wily hook. 

Strange to behold ! yet what ayails a lye 2 

I ſaw them bite the graſs, as I ſate by; 
Then ſudden darting o'er the verdant plain, 
They ſpread their finns, as in. their native main: 
I paus'd, with wonder ſtruck, while all my prey . 
Left their new maſter, and 7:0 tit the ſeas. .. 

f + 


. 
ö 
J 


Amaz:- 
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Amaz d, within my ſeeret felf 1 ſought; 
What god, what herb, the miracle had ane if 
But ſure no herbs have power like this, I cry'd; 

And ftraitT pluck'd ſome neighbouring herbs, and try'd, 
Scarce had J bit, and prov'd the wondrous taſte, 
When ſtrong convulſions ſhook my troubled breaſt ; 

I felt my heart grow fond of ſomething ſtrange, 

And my whole nature labouring with a _— 

| Reſtleſs I grew, and every place forfook;, 

And till upon the ſeas I bent my look. | 
Farewell, for ever ! farewell, land! 1 nid; e 
And plung'd amidſt the waves my ſinking head. 

The gentle powers, who that low empire keep, 
Receiv'd me as a brother of the deep; 

To Tethys, and to Ocean old, they pray, 

To purge my mortal earthy parts away. 

The watery ene to their ſuit agreed, © 

And thrice nine times a ſecret charm Mey read, 
Then with luftrations purify my Umbs, 

And bid me bathe beneath a hundred ſtreams: 

A hundred ſtreams from various fountains run, | 
And on my head at once come ruſhing down. any if 
Thus far each paſſage I remember well, 2 { 
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And faithfully thus far the tale I tell; 

But then oblivion dark on all my ſelifes = 
Again at length my thought reviving came, 
When I no longer found myſelf the fame; _ 
'Then firſt this ſea-green beard T felt to grow, 
And theſe large honours on my ſpreading brow „ 
My long-deſcending locks the billows fweep,” 


And my broad ſhoulders cleave the yielding r 


My 


1 


GLAUCUS AND SCYLLA.. 39% 


My fiſhy tail, my arms of azure hue, 

And every part divinely chang'd, I view. 

But what avail theſe uſeleſs honours now ? 

What joys can immortality beſtow ? 

What, though our Nereids all my form approve ? 

What boots it, while fair Scylla ſcorns my love ? 
Thus far the god; and more he would have ſaid; 

When from his preſence flew the ruthleſs maid. | 

Stung with repulſe, in ſuch diſdainful fort, 

He ſeeks Titanian Circe's horrid court, 
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10 THE SUSPPOSED AUTHOR or THE 
5 _ SPECTATOR, 


N courts licentious, and a ſhameleſs wie? 
How long the war ſhall wit with virtue wee ? 
Inchanted by this proſtituted fair, | 
Our youth run headlong in the fatal ſnare; 
In height of rapture claſp unheeded pains, 
And ſuck pollution through their tingling veins ? 
Thy ſpotleſs thoughts unſhock'd the prieſt may hear; 

- And the pure veſtal in her boſom wear. 
To conſcious bluſhes and diminiſh'd pride, 

Thy glaſs betrays what treacherous love would hide 
Nor harſh thy precepts, but infus'd by ſtealth, 
Pleas'd while they cure, and cheat us into health. 
Thy works in. Chloe's toilet gain a part, / 
And with his failor ſhare the fopling's heart: 

Laſh'd in thy ſathe, the penurious cit 

Laughs at himſelf, and finds no harm in wit 
From felon gameſters the raw ſquire is free, 
And Britain owes her reſcued oaks to thee. 
His miſs the frolic Viſcount dreads to toaſt, 

Or his third cure the ſhallow Templar boaſt ; 
And the raſh fool, who ſcorn'd the beaten road, 
Dares quakes at thunder, and confeſs his God. 
The brainleſs ſtripling, who, expell'd the town, 

Damn'd the ſtiff college and pedantic gown, 

Aw'd by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 


A ſauntering 
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A eee tribe! ſach born to wide eſtates, 
and ns in ſenates hold debates 

At 35 deſpis'd each to his fields — 

Firſt with the dogs, and king amidſt the {quires z 


From pert to ſtupid, ſinks ſupinely down, 1 


In youth a n 0 


Such readers ſcorn d, thou | thy daring flight 
Above the ſtars, and tread'ſt, __ of light z 
Fame, heaven and hell, are thy exalted theme, a 
And viſions ſuch as Jove himſelf might K 
Man ſunk to ſlauery, though to glory born, 
Heaven's pride when upright, and deprav'd cer 
Such hints alone could Britiſn Virgil lend, 
And thou alone deſerve from ſuch a friend dT 
A debt ſo borrow'd is illuſtrious ſhame, | 
And fame when ſhar d with him i is double fame. rex 
So, Huſh'd with ſweets by Beauty's Queen Mo 
With mpre than mortal charms 945 glow'ds 
-Such generous, ſtrifes Eugene and Marlborough, try, 
And as in glory, ſo in friendſhip Ms os dal 
Permit theſe lines by thee. to live—nor blame 
A Muſe that pants and languiſhes for fame 
That fears to fink when humbler themes ſhe fingss, 
Loſt in the maſs of mean forgotten things : z, 
Receiy'd by thee, 1 propheſy, amy Ne 
The praiſe of 1 virgins in ſucceeding times 


27 1 2 


Mix'd with thy works, their. life no — 2 40 ſee, 


But ſtand protected, as inſpir” d, by the. 
So ſome weak ſhoot, which elſe would poorly de, 
* s tree adopts, and lifts him to the Kies 


Spy, 7 
— 


Through 
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Through'the new pupil foſtering juices flow, 19 
Thruſt ; forth the gems,” and give eee e 


blow. 


Aloft; immortal reigns che plat unknown, 
With borrow'd-life, p not his own, 
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To HIS EXCELLENCY THE LORD: PRIVY- 
W ON THE pada OF PEACE.” 2 


4 — „ Sacerdos 


7 * ronde ſuper Mitram, & felici comptus Oliva, 
VII. 


10 rur LORD prIVy SEAL, 


JONTENDING kings, and fields of death, too long 

Have been the ſubje& of the Britiſh ſong. * 
Who hath not read of fam'd Ramillia's plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Danube chok'd with ſlain! 
Exhauſted themes ! a gentler note I raiſe, 
And ſing returning peace in ſofter lays. 
Their fury quell'd, and martial rage eu 
] wait our heroes in the ſylvan hade: 
Diſbanding hoſts are imag'd to my mind, 
And warring powers in friendly leagues combin'd, 
While eaſe and pleaſure make the nations ſmile, 
And Heaven and Anna bleſs Britannia's ifle, 

E H Well 
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Well ſends our queen her mifred Briſtol OY 
For early counſels fam d, and long- try d ws 

Who, thirty rolling years, had oft withheld - 

The Swede and Saxon from the duſty field; 
Completely form'd to heal the Chriſtian wounds, 

To name the kings, and give each kingdom bounds; 

The face of ravag'd nature to repair, 

By leagues to ſoften earth, and heaven by prayer, 

To gain by love, where rage and ſlaughter _ 
And waks the crofier o'er the ſword prevail. 

So when great Moſes, with Jehovah's wand, 
Had ſcatter d plagues o'er ſtubborn Pharaoh's Rk 
Now ſpread an hoſt of locuſts round the ſhore, _ 
Not turn d Nileꝰ's fattening ſtreams to putrid gore; 


Plenty and gladneſs mark'd the prieſt of God, 


And ſudden almonds ſhot from Aaron's rod. 


O thou, from mand theſe my bleſſing 


flow, B "1 
| 3 as chief, Pe nga en 


(For next to thee, the man whom kings contend a I; 


To ſtile companion, and to make their friend, 
Great Strafford, rich in every courtly grace, 
With joyful pride accepts the ſecond place) 

From Britain's iſle, and Ifis* ſaered ſpring, 

One hour, oh! liſten while the Muſes. ſing. 

Though miniſters of mighty monarchs wait, 
With beating hearts to learn their maſters* fate, 
One hour forbear to {peak thy queen's commands, 
Nor think the ld ny W OY lande; 
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The blifsful-proſpe&ts, in my verſe difplay'd, 


May lure the ſtubborn, the deceiv' d perſuade: 


Ev'n thou to peace ſhalt ſpeedier urge the way, | FR 


And more be haſten*d by _ ſhort delay. 
ON THE PROSPECT or PEACE. 


THE haughty Gay. in ten. campaigns 1 


thrown, 
Now ceas'd to think the — world his own, 
Oft had | he mourn 'd his boaſting leaders bound, 
And his proud bulwarks ſmoking on the ground ; 
In vain with powers rene wd he fill'd the plain, 
Made timoroùs VOWS, and brib' the ſaints in vain; 
As oft his legions did the 6ght decline, 
Lurk'd in the trench, and Kulk'd behind the line. 
Before his eyes the fancied javelin gleams, 
At feaſts he ſtarts, and ſeems dethron'd in dreams; 
On glory paſt reflets with ſecret pain, 
On mines exhauſted, and on millions lain. 

To Britain's Queen the ſceptred ſuppliant bends, 
To her his crowns and infant race commends, wt 4 
Who grieves her fame with Chriftiun blood to bay, 

Nor aſks for glory at a price ſo high. 

At her decree, the war ſuſpended ſands, 
And Britain's heroes hold their lifted hands, 


Their open brows no threatening | frowns diſguiſe, 


But gentler paſſions ſparkle i in their eyes. 
The Gauls, who neyer in their courts could find 


Such temper d fire with manly beauty join ' d, 


1 : Doubt 


* 
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Doubt if they re thoſe, whom Gs: [ 
In forms ſo fierce their fearful fancies drew z 


At whoſe dire names ten thouſand widows 1 
Their helpleſs orphans elinging to the breaſt. 


In ſilent rapture each his foe ſurveys ; 


They vow firm friendſhip; and give mutual pra 


Brave minds, howe'er at war, are ſecret friends; 
Their generous diſcord with the battle ends; 
In peace they wonder whence diſſenſion roſe, ' 
And aik how ſouls ſo like could &er be foes. 
Methinks I hear more friendly ſhouts rebound, 
And ſocial clarions mix their ſprightly ſound. 


The Britiſh flags are furl'd, her troops diſband, 


And fcatter*d armies ſeek their native land. | 
The hardy veteran, proud of many a ſcar, | g 


The manly charms and honours of the war, 


Who hop'd to ſhare his friends“ illuſtrious doom, 
And in the battle find a ſoldier's tomb 
Leans on his ſpear to take his farewell view, © 
And ſighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 
Ve generous fair, receive the brave with imiles, 


| O'er-pay their ſleepleſs nights, and crown their toils; 
Soft beauty is the gallant ſoldier's due, 


For you they conquer, and they bleed for you. rang : 
In vain proud Gaul with boaſtful Spain conſpires, 
When Engliſh valour Engliſh beauty fires ; 

The nations dread your eyes, and kings deſpair 


Of chiefs ſo brave, till they have nymphs ſo fair. 


. See the fond wife, in tears of tranſport drown'd, 
Hugs her rough lord, and weeps o'er every wound, 
4 19 OP Hangs 
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Hangs on the lips that fields of blood relate, 
And ſmiles, or trembles, at his various fate. 
Near the full bowl he draws the fancy'd line, 
And marks, feign'd trenches in the flowing wine, 
Then ſets th' inyeſted fort before her eyes, 
And mines, that whirl'd battalions to the ſkies; _ 
His little liſtening progeny turn pale, 
And beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 
Such dire achievements ſings. the bard, that tells 
Of palfrey'd dames, bold knights, and magic ſpells, . 
Where whole brigades one champion's arms o 2 
And cleave a giant at a random blo-w, 
Slay paynims vile, that force the fair, and tame 1000 
The goblin's fury, and the dragon's flame. 7 
Our eager youth to diſtant nations run, 
To viſit fields, their valiant fathers won; 
From, Flandria's ſhore their country's fame they trace, 
Till far Germania thews her blaſted face. 6 0 20 
Th' exulting Briton aſks his mournful guide, 


Where his hard fate the loſt Bavaria try d: 


Where Stepney grav'd the ſtone to Anna's fame, 

He points to Blenheim, once a vulgar name; 

Here fled the Houſhold, there did Tallard yield, 

Here M arlborough turn'd the fortune of the field, 

On thoſe ſteep banks, near Danube's raging flood, i 
The Gauls thrice ſtarted back, and trembling ſtood : 
When, Churchill's arm perceiv'd, they ſtood not long, 8 
But plung'd amidſt the waves, a deſperate throng, 
Crowds whelm'd on crowds daſh'd wide the watery bed, 
A drove the current to its diſtant head. 
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As when by Raphael's; SS ad heads 85 * 


A warlike courſer on the canvas ſtands, nent bg 
Such as on Landen bleeding Ormond bebe 2443 189 


Or ſet. young Ammon on the Granic ſhore ; - "* : 
If chance a generous ſteed the work . 99 A 


He ſnorts, he neighs, he champs the foamy 8. oy” 
$0, Hocſtet ſeen, tumultuous paſſions roll, 2111 


And hints of glory fire the Briton's ſoul, 


In faney'd fights he ſees the troops engage, 


And all the tempeſt of the battle rage. mls 80 120 


Charm me, ye powers, wales nat gh 


Far humbler thoughts th? inglorious Mett Ahr os 


Content to ſee the honours of the field 

By plough-ſhares level'd, or in flowers tote, 
O'er ſhatter'd walls may creeping ivy twine, 
And graſs luxuriant clothe the harmleſs mine, 
Tame flocks aſcend the breach without a won” 
Or crop the baſtion, now a fruitful ground; 


While ſhepherds ſleep, along the rampart laid, 11 


Or pipe beneath the formidable ſhade. 

Who was the man? Oblivion blaſt his name, 
Torn out, and blotted from the liſt of fame ! 
Who, fond of lawleſs rule, and proudly brave, 
Firſt ſunk the filial ſubject to a ſlave, 2 
His neighbour's realms by frauds unkingly dd, 
In guiltleſs blood the ſacred ermine ſtain d. 
Laid ſchemes for death, to ſlaughter turn'd his kia, 
And fitted murder to the rules of art. 

Ah! curſt ambition, to thy lures we owe 


All the great ills, that mortals bear below, 
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Curſt oy the hind, when. to the ſpoil he yields 4 e 
His year's s whole ſweat, and vainly ripen'd felds; ; : 
Corſt by the maid; torn from her loyer's kde... 


When left a widow, though not yet a bride; _ 
By mothers curſt, whey floods of tears they war 


And ſcatter uſeleſs roſes on the dead. 


Oh; facred Briſtol! then, what dangers prove 
The arts, thou ſmil'ſt on with paternal love? 
Then, mix'd with-rubbiſh by the brutal foes,.. 
In vain the marble breathes, the canvas glows z- 
To ſhades obſcure the glittering ſword purſues - 

The gentle poet, and defenceleſs Muſe, | 

A voice like thine, alone, might then aſſwage 

The warrior's fury, and control his rage; 

To hear thee ſpeak, might the fierce Vandal tand, 
And fling the brandiſh'd ſabre from his hand. 

Far hence be driven to Scythia's ſtormy ſhore 
The drum's harſh muſic, and the cannon's roar 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawleſs plain, 

Where Tartar clans and grizly Coſſacks reign; 
Let the ſteel'd Turk be deaf to matrons' cries, . 
dee virgins raviſh'd with relentleſs eyes, 

To death gray heads and ſmiling infants doom, 
Nor ſpare the promiſe of the pregnant womb, 
O'er waſted-kingdoms ſpread his wide command, 
The favage lord of an unpeopled land. 

Her guiltleſs glory juſt Britannia draws 
From pure religion, and impartial laws, 

To Europe's wounds a mother's aid ſhe brings, 
And holds i in equal ſcales the rival kings | 
| H 4- Her: 
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1 generous ſons. i in choiceſt gifts abound, Fer 
Alike, in arms, alike i in arts renown'd. 1. 
1 when ſweet venus (ſo the fable üngs) 

Awak'd by Nereids, from. the ocean ſprings, 
With ſmiles ſhe ſees the threatening billows riſe,.. 
Spreads ſmooth the urge, and clears the louring ſkies. 
Light, o'er the deep, with fluttering C upids crown'd, 
The pearly. conch and ſilver turtles bound; a 
Her treſſes ned ambroſial odours round. 

Amidft the world of waves fo ſtands be, 

Britannia's ille, the ocean's Rately queen; 

In vain the nations have conſpir d her fall, 

Her trench the ſea, and fleets her floating Tells, 5 

Defenceleſs barks, her Powerful navy near, po 4 

Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. eee egen 

What bold invader, or What land oppreſt, 

Hath not her anger quell* d, her aid dreſt! | 

Say, where haye e er her GN rofl fail'd, , F 

But much her arms, her juſtice more prevail'd! ! 

Her labours are, to plead th' Almighty's cauſe, _ ! 

Her pride, to teach th' untam'd barbarian laws: 
Who conquers wins by brutal ſtrength the in: 

But *tis a godlike work to civilize. 

Have we forgot how from great Ruſſia's throne. 
The king, whoſe power half Europe's regions own, 
Whoſe ſceptre waving, with one ſhout ruſh fort! 
In ſwarms the harneſs'd millions of the north, 
Through realms of ice purſued his tedious way 
L o court our friendfſtup, and our fame ſurvey ! 
Hence the rich prize of uſeful arts he bore, 

And round Eis empire ſpread the learned ſtore: 


r 
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(T' adorn old realms. is more than new to - wap 
His country's parent is a monarch's praiſe.) 5 
His bands nom march in juſt array to war., 
And Caſpian gulphs unuſual navies ber; 
With Runick lays Smolenſko's foreſts ring, 
And wondering Volga hears the Muſes yr? 1 
Did not the painted kings of India greet Ne 
Our queen, and lay their ſceptres at her feet ya'dds 7 
Chiefs who full bowls of hoſtile blood had er d, 
Fam'd for the javelin, and invenom d ſhaft, 345 
Whoſe haughty brows made ſavages adore, } 
Nor bow' d to leſs than ſtars or ſun before, 
Her pitying ſmile accepts their ſuppliant claim, 
And adds four monarchs to the Chriſtian name. 

Bleſt uſe of power! O virtuous pride in kings! 
And like his bounty, whence dominion ſprings! 

W hich o'er new worlds makes heaven's indulgence er. 
And ranges myriads under laws divine! 

Well bought with all that thoſe ſweet regions hold, F 
With groves of ſpices,” and with mines of gold, 

Fearleſs our merchant now purſues his gain, 

And roams ſecurely o'er the boundleſs main. 

Now o'er his head the polar bear he ſpies, 

And freezing ſpangles of the Lapland ſkies; 

Now ſwells his canvas to the ſultry line, 

With glittering ſpoils where Indian grottoes ſhine, 
Where fumes of incenſe glad the ſouthern ſeas, 
And wafted citron ſcents the balmy breeze. 
Here nearer ſuns prepare the ripening gem, 

To grace great Anne's imperial diadem, 


3 And 
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And here the ore, whoſe melted'maſs ſhall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable field. 
Which, mix'd with medals of immortal Rome, 

May clear diſputes; and teach the times to come. 

In cireling beams ſhall godlike Anna glo-, 
And Churchill's ſword hang o'er the proſtrate foe; 
In comely wounds ſhall bleeding worthies ſtand, 
Webb's firm platoon, and Lumley's faithful band, 
Bold Mordaunt in Iberian trophies dreſt;—- —/ 
And Campbell's dragon on his dauntleſs breaft, 
Great Ormond's deeds on Vigo's fpoils enrollid, 
And Guiſcard's knife on Harley's Chili gol. 
And if the Muſe, O Briſtol, might decree, - [ 


Here Granville noted by the lyre ſhould 'be, 


The lyre for Granville, and the croſs for thee... 


Such are the honours grateful Britain pays; 
So patriots merit, and ſo monarchs praiſe, 
O'er diſtant times ſuch records ſhall prevail, 
When Engliſh. numbers, antiquated, fail: 

A trifling ſong the Muſe can only yield, 
And ſooth her ſoldiers panting from the field. 
To ſweet retirements ſæe them ſafe convey d, 
And raiſe their battles in the rural ſhade, 


From fjelds of death to Woodſtock's peaceful glooms, 


(The poet's haunt) Britannia's hero comes— 

Begin, my Muſe, and ſoftly touch the ftriny : 

Here Henry lov'd; and Chaucer learn'd to fing. 
Hail, fabled grotto ! hail, Elyſian ſoil 

Thou faireſt ſpot of fair Britannia's iſte ! 

Where kings of old, conceal'd, forgot the throne, 

And beauty was content to ſhine unknown z _ 


Where 
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Where love and war by turns pavilions rer, 
And Henry's bowers near Blenbeim's dome 1 
The weary'd champion lull in foft alcoves, | 
The nobleſt boaſt of thy romantic groves. 

Oft, if the Muſe preſage, ſhall he be ſeen 
By Roſamonda fleeting o'er the green, 
In dreams be haiPd hy heroes” mighty ſhades, 

** And hear old Chaucer warble through the glades, 
oer the fam'd echoing vaults his name ſhall bound, 
And hill to RilJ reffect the favourite found. = 

| Here, here at leaſt thy love for arms give o'er, 
Nor, one world conquer'd, fondly wiſh for more. 
Vice of great fouls'alone' O thirſt of fame 

The Muſe admires it, while fhe ftrives to blame. 
Thy toils be now to chace the bounding deer, 

Or view the courſers ſtretch in wild career; 
This lovely ſcene ſhall ſooth thy ſoul to reſt, 

And wear each dreadful image from thy breaſt. 
With pleaſure, by thy conqueſts ſhalt thou ſre 
Thy queen triumphant, and all Enrope free. 

No cares henceforth ſhall thy repoſe deftroy, 

But what thou giv'ſt the world, thyſelf enjoy. 

| Sweet Solitude! when life's gay hours are paſt, 
5 Howe'er we range, in thee we fix at laſt : 

Toſt through tempeſtuous ſeas (the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look back, and bleſs thy friendly ſhore. 
Our own ftri& judges our paſt life we ſcan, 

And aſk if glory hath enlarg'd the ſpan: 

If bright the proſpe&, we the grave defy, 

Truſt future ages, and contented die. 
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When ſtrangers from far diſtant climes ſhall wn 
To. view the pomp of this triumphant dome, 
Where rear'd.aloft diſſembled trophies ſtand, 
And breathing labours of the ſculptor's — 
Where Kneller's art ſhall paint the flying Gaul, 
And Bourbon's woes ſhall fill the ſtory'd wall 
Heirs of thy blood ſhall o'er-their bounteous board 
Fix Europe's guard, thy monumental ſword, 
Banners that oft have wav'd on conquer d . | 
And trumps, that drown'd the groans of gaſping Gault. 
Fair dames ſhall oft, with curious eye, explore 
The coſtly robes that flaughter'd, generals wore, _ _ 
Rich trappings from the Danube's whirlpools pt 
(Heſperian nuns the gorgeous broidery wrought) - 
Belts tiff, with gold, the Bojan horſe-man's ede | 
And Gaul's fair flowers, in human eee d. 
Of Churchill's race perhaps ſome lovely boy 


Shall mark the/burniſh'd fteel that hangs on high; 


Shall gaze tranſported on its glittermg charms, | 

And reach it ſtruggling with unequal arms, 

By ſigns the drum's tumultuous ſound requeſt, 

Then ſeek, in ſtarts, the huſhing mother's breaſt, i 
So, in the painter's animated frame, Hos 2 

Where Mars embraces the ſoft Paphian dame, 

The little Loves in ſport his fauchion wield, 

Or join their ſtrength to heave his ponderous ſhield : 

One ſtrokes the plume in Tityon's gore embrued, 

And one the ſpear, that reeks with Typhon's blood: 

Another's infant brows the helm ſuſtain, 6 

He nods his creſt, and frights the ſhrieking train, 

EY Thus 
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Thus, the rude tempeſt of the field o'er-blown, 
Shall whiter rounds of ſmiling years roll on, 
Our victors, bleſt in peace, forget their wars, 
Enjoy paſt dangers, and abſolve the ſtars. 
But, ob I what ſorrows ſhall bedew your urns, 
Ye honour'd ſhades, whom widow'd Albion movirns ! 
If your thin farms yet diſcontented moan, 
And haunt the mangled manſions, once your own z : 
Behold what flowers the pious Muſes ftrow, n 
And tears, which in the midſt of triumph flow; 
Cypreſs and bays your envy'd brows ſurround, : 
Your names the tender matron's heart ſhall wound, © 
And the ſoft maid grow penſive at the ſound. ( 
Accept, great Anne, the tears their memory draus, A 
Who nobly periſn'd in their ſovereign's cauſe: 
For thou in pity bid'ſt the war give o er, 3 
Mourn'ſt thy ſlain heroes, nor wilt venture more. 
Vaſt price of blood on each victorious day 1 
(But Europe's freedom doth that price repay.) 
Lamented triumphs! when one breath muſt tell 
That Marlborough conquer d, and that Dormer fell. 
Great Queen! whoſe name or; I monarchs 
Lf pale, . 
On whoſe juſt ſceptre hangs d s ſcale, | 
Whoſe arm like mercy wounds, decides like fate, 
On whoſe decree the nations anxious wait: 
From Albion's cliffs thy wide-extended hand 
Shall o'er the main to far Peru command; 
So vaſt a tract whoſe wide domain ſhall run, 
Its circling ſkies ſhall ſee no ſetting ſun, 
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Thee, thee an hundred languages ſhall claim 
And ſavage Indians ſwear by Anna's nabe: 
The line and poles {ball own thy rightful ap" 
And thy commands. the ſever' d globe obey. . 

Round the vaſt ball thy new dominions ES. 
The watery kingdams, and control the main; 
Magellan's ſtraits to Gibraltar they; join, d 1 0 
Acroſs the ſeas a formidable line; $6786, 
The fight of adverſe Gaul we fear no more, 
But pleas'd ſee Dunkirk, now a guiltleſs bor 
In yain great Neptune tore the narrow 3 
And meant his waters for Britannia's bound? 

Her giant genius takes a mighty ſtride, 

And ſets his fogt heyond th" incroaching tide; 
Oh either bank the land its maſter knows, _ 
And in the midſt the ſubject ocean flows. | 

So near proud Rhodes, acroſs the Ad 50 
Stupendous form] the yaſt Coloſſus 9 
{While at one foot their-thronging gallies hows: 41 

A whole haur's fail ſcarce reach'd the further ſide) 
Betwixt his brazen thighs, in looſe array, ö 
Ten thouſand ſtreamers on the en 

By Harley s counſels Dunkirk now led 

To Britain's empire, qyns her ancient lord. 

In him transfus d his godlike father reigus, 

Rich in the blood which ſxell'd that patriot's n 
Who boldly faithful met his ſavereign's framn, 
And ſcorn'd far gold to yield th 18 
His ſon was horn the raviſh d prey te claim, 
And France ſtil troubles a Halen e names . 
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A fort ſo dreadful to our Engliſh ſhore, 
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Our fleets ſcarce fear d the ſands or tempeſts more, 


Whoſe vaſt expences to ſuch ſums amount, 


That the tax*d Gaul ſcarce furniſh'd out th* account, 
Whoſe walls ſuch bulwarks, ſuch yaſt W eee 


Its weakeſt ramparts are the rocks and main, 

His boaſt great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 
Thy friendſhip, Anna, with the mighty: prize, 
Holland repining, and in grief caſt-down, 

Sees the new glories of the Britiſh crown: 

Ah! may they ne'er provoke thee to the ficht, 
Nor foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite. 
Soon may they hold the olive, ſoon aſſwage 
Their ſecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 


To rend their banks, and pour, at one command, | 


Thy realm, the ſea, o'er their precarious land. 
Henceforth be thine, vice-gerent of the ſkies, 
Scorn'd worth to raiſe, and vice in robes chaſtiſe, 


To dry the orphan s tears, and from the bar 


hace the brib'd judge, and huſh the wordy Wars | 


Deny the curſt blaſpbemer's tongue to rage, 
and turn God's fury from an impious age. 


Bleft change ! the ſoldier's late deſtroying hand 
Shall rear new temples in his native land; 


iſtaken zealots ſhall with fear behold, 
and beg admittance in our ſacred fold; 
On her own warks the pious queen ſhall ſmile, 
\nd turn her cares upon her favourite iſle. 
So the keen bolt a warrior angel aims, 


N clouds, and wrapt in mantling flaws; . 
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He bears a tertipeſt « oll his ſounding Wings, 
And his red arm the forky vengeance Ie! 
At length, heaven's wrath appeas'd, he quits the war, 
To roll his orb, and guide his deſtin'd ſtar, 
To ſhed kind fate, and lucky hours beſtow, | 
And ſmile propitious on the world below. 
Around thy throne ſhall faithful nobles wait, 
Theſe guard the church, and thoſe direct the ſtate, 
To Briſtol, graceful in maternal tears, 
The church her towery forehead gently rears; 
She begs her pious ſon t' aſſert her caiiſe, 
Defend her rights, and reinforce her laws, 
With holy zeal the ſacred work begin, 
To bend the ſtubborn, and the meek to win. 
| - Our Oxford's earl in careful thought ſhall ſtand, 
To raiſe his queen, and ſave a ſinking _— . 
The wealthieſt glebe to ravenous Spaniards known | 
He marks, and makes the golden world our own, 
Content with hands unſoil'd to guard the prize, | 
And keep the ſtore with undeſiring eyes. 
So round the tree, that bore Heſperian gold,” 
IT The ſacred watch lay curl'd in many a fold, 2 
His eyes up-rearing to th” untaſted prey, 
The ſleepleſs guardian waſted life away. 
Beneath the peaceful olives, rais'd by you, 
Her ancient pride ſhall every art renew, | 
(The arts with you fam'd Harcourt ſhall defend, 
And courtly Bolingbroke the Muſe's friend.) 
With piercing eye ſome ſearch where nature plays, 
* trace the wanton through her darkſome maze, - 
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Whence health from herbs; from ſeeds a r gb 
How vital ſtreams in circling eddies unn 
Some teach hy round the ſun the ſpheres adrance, 

In the fix'd meaſures of their-myſtic dance, 

How tides, when heav'd by prefling moos, eue, 
And ſun- born Iris paints her ſhowery bow. 0 
In happy chains our daring language er | [ 
Shall ſport no more in arbittary found, 1 ba. 
But buſkin'd' bards henceforth ſhall witty a1 

And Grecian plans reform Britannia's ſtage; : 

Till Congreve bids her ſmile, Auguſta ſtands 

And longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands, 
Britain's Spectators ſhall their ſtrength combine 
To mend our morals, and our taſte refine, _ 
Fight virtue's cauſe, ſtand up in wit's defence, 
Win us from vice, and laugh us into ſenſe. 05 
Nor, Prior, haſt thou huſn d the trump in vain, 
Thy lyre ſhall now revive her mirthful ſtrain, 
New tales ſhall now be told; if right I ſee, 
The ſoul of Chaucer is reſtor'd i thee. 9 
Garth, in majeſtic numbers, to the ſtars en 
Shall raiſe mock heroes, and fantaſtic wars; 

Like the young ſpreading laurel, Pope, thy name 
Shoots up with ſtrength, and riſes into fame; 

With Philips ſhall the peaceful vallies ring, 

And Britain hear a ſecond Spenſer ſing. 

That much-lov'd youth, whom Utrecht's walls confines 
To Briſtol's praiſes ſhall his Strafford's join: 
He too, from wlfom attentive Oxford draws 

Rules for juſt thinking, and poetic laws, 
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To growing bards his learned aid ſhall lena, 
The ſtricteſt critic, and the kindeſt friend. 


Ev'n-mive; a baſhful Muſe, whoſe rude eſfas 


Scarce hope for pardon, not aſpire to praiſe, - 

. Cheriſh'd, by you in time may grow to fame, 

And mine ſurvive with Briſtol's glorious name. 
Fir'd with the views this glittering ſcene dif pas | 

And ſmit with paſſion for my country's praiſe, 

My artleſs reed attempts this lofty theme, 

Where ſacred Iſis rolls her ancient ftream ; _ : 

In cloiſter d domes the great Philippa's s pride, 3 

Where learning blooms, while fame and worth preſide, 

Where the fifth Henry arts and arms was taught, 

And Edward form'd his Creſſy, yet unfought, 

Where laureFd bards have ſtruck the warbling frings 

The ſeat of ſages, and the nurſe of kings. 

Here thy commands, O Lancaſter, inflame 

My eager breaſt to raiſe the Britiſh name, 

Urge on my ſoul, with no ignoble pride, 

To woo the Muſe, whom Addiſon enjoy d. 

See that bold ſwan to heaven ſublimely ſoar, 

Purſue at diſtance, and his ſteps adore, 
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TO MR. ADDISON, ON HIS OPERA or 
ROSAMOND. 


t —_— —_—_—_ Ne forts pudori _. - 
- « Sit tibi Muſa lyrz ſolers, & cantor Apollo. 


HE Opera firſt Italian maſters taught, 
Inrich'd with ſongs, but innocent of thought; 
Britannia's learned theatre diſdains 
Melodious trifles, and enervate ſtrains; 
And bluſhes, on her injur'd ſtage to ſee 
Nonſenſe well- tun d, and ſweet ſtupidity. 8 85 
No charms are wanting to thy artful ſong, 


Soft as Corelli, and as Virgil ftrong. 


From words ſo ſweet new grace the notes receive, 
And muſic borrows helps, ſhe us'd-to give. 

Thy ſtyle hath match'd what ancient e eee 
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new. 01 
Their cadence in ſuch eaſy ſound convey'd, 
The height of thought may ſeem ſuperfluous aid; 


Vet in ſuch charms the noble thoughts abound, 


That needleſs ſeem the ſweets of eaſy ſound. 
Landſkips how gay the bowery grotto yields, 
Which thought creates, and laviſh fancy builds! 
What art can trace the viſionary ſcenes, 
The flowery groves, and everlaſting greens, 
The babbling ſounds that mimic echo plays, 
The fairy ſhade, and its eternal maze ? 
Nature and Art in all their charms combin'd, 
Aud all . to one view confin'd! 4 
: I 2 7 SAY e 
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And views thy Roſamond with Henry's eyes, 
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No further could imagination roam, 

Till Vanbrugh fram d, and Marlborough raisqthe dome. 
Ten thouſand pangs my anxious boſom tear, 


When drown'd in tears I ſee th* imploring fair; 
When bards leſs ſoft the moving words ſupply, 


A ſeeming juſtice dooms the nymph to die; 


But here ſhe begs, nor can ſhe beg in vain 


(In dirges thus expiring ſwans complain); 


Each verſe ſo ſwells expreſſive of her woes, 

And every tear in lines ſo mournful flowsz 

We, ſpite of fame, her fate revers'd believe, © 

"O'erlook her crimes, and think ſhe ought to live. 
Let joy ſalute fair Roſamonda's ſhade, e, 

And wreaths of myrtle crown che lovely maid. 

While now perhaps with Dido's: ghoſt ſhe roves, 


And hears and tells the ſtory of their loves, 


Alike they mourn, alike they bleſs their fate, 

Since love, which made them wretched, makes them enn 

Nor longer that relentleſs doom bemoan, 1 . 

Whichigain'd a Virgil, and an Addiſon. tut! of 
Accept, great monarch of the Britiſh lays, , 


The tribute ſong an humble ſubject pays. 
So tries the artleſs lark her early flight, 


And ſoars, to hail the god of verſe and light. 
Unrival'd as unmatch'd be ſtill thy fame, 

And thy own laurels ſhade thy envy'd name: 
Thy name, the boaſt of all the tuneful quire, 

Shall tremble on the ſtrings of every lyrez | | 
While the charm'd reader with thy thought complies 
Feels correſponding j joys or forrows riſe, - $4 ? 
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To r SAME, ON HIS TRAOPDY OF 
CATO. 
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0 ding hath love engroſs'd Britannia's _— 

And ſunk to ſoftneſs all our tragic rage: 

By that alone did empires fall or riſe, 

And fate depended on a fair-one's eyes: 

The ſweet infection, mixt with dangerous art, 

Debas'd our manhood, while it ſooth'd the heart. 

You ſcorn to raiſe a grief thyſelf muſt blame, 

Nor from our weakneſs ſteal a vulgar fame : 

A patriot's fall may juftly melt the mind, 

And tears flow nobly, ſhed for all mankind, 
How. do our ſouls with generous pleaſure glow! 

Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o'erflow, 

When thy firm hero ſtands beneath the weight 

Of all his ſufferings venerably great ; 

Rome's poor remains ſtill ſheltering by his ſide, 

With conſcious virtue and becoming pride! 
The aged oak thus rears his head in air, 

His ſap exhauſted, and his branches bare; 

Midſt ſtorms and. earthquakes, he maintains his ſtate, 

Fixt deep in earth, and faſten'd by his weight: 

His naked boughs ſtill lend the ſhepherds aid, 

And his old trunk projects an awful hade. 
Amidft the joys triumphant peace beſtows, 

; Our patriots faddey at his glorious woes; 

; Awhile they let the world's great buſineſs wait, | 

Anxious for Rome, and figh for Cato's fate. 

| I 3 Here 


ns TICKELL'S POEMS. 


Here taught how ancient heroes roſe to fame, 

Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flame, 
Where ſtates and ſenates well might lend an ear, 

And kings and prieſts without a bluſh appear. 

France boaſts no more, but, fearful to a 
Now firſt pays homage to her rival's ſtage, £0 
Haſtes to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit _ 

Alike to Britiſh arms, and Britiſh wit : 
No more ſhe Il wonder, forc'd to do us right, | 
Who think like Romans, could like Romans fight. / 

Thy Oxford ſmiles this glorious work to ſe, 
And fondly triumphs in a fon like thee. t 2014 
The ſenates, conſuls, and the gods of Rome, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home, A 
In thee we find: each deed, each word expreſt, 
And every thought that ſwell'd a Roman breaſt, 

We trace each hint that could thy ſoul infpire _ 

With Virgil's judgement, and with Lucan's fire x 
We know thy worth, and, give us leave to boaſt, 
We moſt admire, becauſe we know thee moſt, 
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us Brunfnick firſt appeat'd, each honeſt heart 
Intent on verſe, diſdain'd the rules of art; 


For him the ſongſters, in unmeaſur'd odes, 
Debas'd Alcides, and dethron'd the gods, 
In golden chains the kings of India led, 

Or rent the turban from the ſultan's head, 
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One, in old fables, and the pagan ſtrain, | 

With nymphs and tritons, wafts him o'er the. ban 

Another draws -fierce Lucifer in armes 1 

And fills th* infernal region with alarms 3 72 

A third awakes ſome druid, to foretel | 

Each future triumph, from his dreary cell. 

Exploded fancies | that in vain deceive, | | 

While the mind nauſeates what ſhe can't believe. 

My Muſe th' expected hero ſhall purſue | 

From clime to clime, and keep him ſtill in view; 

His ſhining march deſcribe in faithful lays, 

Content to paint him, nor preſume to praiſe z,_ : 

Their charms, if charms they have, the truth 8 

And from the theme unlabour'd beauties riſe. | 
By longing nations for the throne deſign'd, 

And call'd to guard the rights of human-kind ; 

With ſecret grief his god-like ſoul repines, _ 

And Britain's crown with joyleſs luſtre ſhines, _ _ 

While prayers and tears his deſtin d progreſs ſtay, 

And crowds of mourners, choke their ſovereign's way, 

Not ſo hemarch'd, when hoſtile ſquadrons ſtood | 

In ſcenes of death, and fir'd his generous blood; 

When his hot courſer paw 'd th' Hungarian plain, 

And adverſe legions ſtood the ſhock in vain, 

His frontiers paſt, the Belgian bounds he views, 

And croſs the level fields his march purſues. 

Here pleas'd the land of freedom to RC... 

He greatly ſcorns the thirſt of boundleſs ſway. 3 

O'er the thin ſoil, with ſilent joy, he ſpies 


EL 


3 woods, and borrow'd verdure riſe ; * 
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The pomp advances to the neighbouring main, 


And view the hero with inſatiate eye 
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Where every meadow won with toil and blood, 


From haughty tyrants and the raging fodd. 


With fruit and flowers the careful hind er, K 
And clothes the marſhes in à rich diſguiſe 
Such wealth for frugal hands doth heaven ace, A 
And ſuch thy gifts, celeſtial Liberty) ?? 

8 hrough ſtately towns, and many a Fertile Ble 1 


ESE” 


Whole nations croud around with gs 


ny” 
In Haga's towers he waits, eos — gur, N 2 in 
Propitious riſe to ſwell the Britiſn fails, - 19! au) 


Hither the fame of England's monarch ONE 
The vows and friendſhips of the 8 des 


Mature in wiſdom, his extenſive mind 


Takes in the blended intereſts of Dag," 
The world's great patriot. ' Calm thy — bees, 
Secure in him, O Europe, take thy reſt; 


Henceforth thy kingdoms ſhall remain confin'd 
By rocks or ſtreams, the mounds which heaven aer, 
The Alps their new- made monarch ſhall reſtram, 10 
Nor ſhall thy bills, Pirene, Tie in van. 
But ſee ! to Britain's iſle the ſquadrons ſtand, 
And leave the ſinking towers, and leſſening land. 
The royal bark bounds o'er the floating plain, 
Breaks through the billows, and divides the main. 
O'er the vaſt deep, great monarch, dart thine eyes, 
A watery proſpect bounded by =. 
Ten thouſand veſſels, from ten thouſand ſhores, th 


Brig gums and gold, and cither India's flores: © * 
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Behold the tributes haſtening to thy throne, 
And ſee the wide horizon all thy own. | 
Still is it thine ; though now the chinetut: crew / 


Hail Albion's cliffs; juſt whitening to the view. 


Before the wind with ſwelling ſails: they ride, 


Till Thames receives them m his opening tide, 


The monarch hears the thundering peals around, 

From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound; 

Nor miſſes yet, amid the deafening train, 

The roarings of the hoarſe - reſounding main. 
As in the flood he ſails, from either ſide 

He views his kingdom in its rural pride; 

A various ſcene the wide - ſpread landſkip e 

O'er rieh ineloſures and luxuriant fields; 

A lowing herd each fertile paſture fills, 

And diſtant flocks ſtray o'er a thouſand hills. 

Fair Greenwieh hid in woods with new delight, 

Shade above ſhade, now riſes to the ſight: 

His woods ordain'd to viſit every ſhore, 

And guard the iſland which they grac'd before. 
The ſun now rolling down the weſtern way, 

A blaze of fires renews the fading day; 


| Unnumber'd barks the regal barge enfold, | 
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Brightening the twilight with its beamy gold z | 


Leſs thick the finpy ſhoals, a countleſs fry, 


Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly. 

In one vaſt ſhout he ſeeks the crowded ftrand, 

And in a peal of thunder gains the land. 
Welcome, great ſtranger, to our longing eyes, 

Oh! king deſir d, adopted Albion'cries, 


For 
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For thee the Eaſt breath'd out a proſperous breeze, / 


Bright were the ſuns, and gently ſwell'd the ſeas. þ 

Thy preſence did each doubtful heart compoſe, k 

And factions wonder d that they once were foes, R 

That joyful day they Joſt each hoſtile name, v 

The ſame their aſpect, and their voice the ſame. 8 

- So two fair twins, whoſe features were deſign'd 1 

At one ſoft moment in the mother's mind, 0 

Show each the other with reflected grace, H 

And the ſame beauties bloom in either face ; B 

The puzzled ſtrangers which is which enquire; A 

Deluſion grateful to the ſmiling fire, _ 3H A 

From that fair. hill, where hoary ſages boaſt 0 

To name the ſtars, and count the heavenly -hoſt, . 

By the next dawn doth great Auguſta riſc, . 

Proud town * the nobleſt ſcene beneath the ſkies. * 
e | Fo 

And a vaſt navy hides his ample bed, 355 A 

A floating foreſt. From the diſtant ftrand. 1555 ä 

A line of golden carrs ſtrikes o er the land: 52 e 
Britannia's peers in pomp and rich array, Re 
Before their king, triumphant, lead the wax. Ar 
$ Far as the eye can reach; the gaudy train,” Br 
= A bright proceſſion, ſhines along the plain. He 
'$ So, haply, through the heaven's wide pathleſs mays A 
1 A comet draws a long extended blaze; A 
| From eaſt to welt burns through the chant Gn... | W 


And half heaven's convex n my the, ns: An 
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Now to the regal towers ſecurely brought, 
He plans Britannia's glories in his thought; 
Reſumes the delegated power he gave, 
Rewards the faithful, and reſtores the brave, 
Whom ſhall the Muſe from out the ſhining throng 
Select, to heighten and adorn her ſong ? 
Thee, Halifax. To thy capacious mind, 
O man approv d, is Britain's wealth conſign'd. 
Her coin, while Naſſau fought, debas'd and rude,, 
By thee in beauty and in truth renew'd, 
An arduous work | again thy charge we ſee, 
And thy own care once more returns to. thee. 
0! form'd in every ſcene to awe and pleaſe, 
Mix wit with pomp, and dignity with eaſe: 1 
Though call'd to ſhine aloft, thou wilt not ſcorn 
To ſmile on arts thyſelf did once adorn :. 
For this thy name ſucceeding time ſhall praiſe, 
And envy leſs thy garter, than thy bays, 

The Muſe, if fir'd with thy enlivening beams, 
Perhaps ſhall aim at more exalted themes, 
Record our monarch'in a nobler ſtrain, | 
And ſing the opening wonders of his reign; 
Bright Carolina's heavenly beauties trace, 
Her valiant conſort, and his blooming race. 
A train of kings their fruitful love ſupplies, 
A glorious ſcene to Albion's raviſh'd eyes; q 
Who ſees by Brunſwick's hand her ſceptre ſway d, 
And through his line from age to age conyey d. 
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A IMIT ATION of THE PROPHECY Or 1 
4 f NEREUs. FA Fwy PE K 

: "FROM" "HORACE. BOOK IH, "ODE herd n 

6 Ir 


« Dicam Gone, recens, adhue | 
Indictum ore alio : non ſecus i in jugis IF. 
7 Ex ſomnis ſtupet Euias | 


«« Hebrum proſpiciens, & nive candidam C 

C6 Thracen, ac pede barbaro . * — T 

„ Luſtratam Rhodopen.”” _ | Honk. In 

8 Mar his round one morning took, | - 

| (Whom ſome call earl, and ſome call duke) 0, 

And his new brethren of the blade, H 

Shivering with fear and froſt, ſurvey' d, 9 * 

On Perth's bleak hills he chanc'd to 7 en M 

| An aged wizard fix foot | - 7 | W 

| With briſtled hair and viſage blighted, | A 
\ Wall-ey'd, bare-haunch'd, and ſecond-fighted. | 

q "The erizly ſage in thought ul ia In 

| " Beheld the chief with back fo round, n 

| Then roll'd his eye-balls to and fro ff 

5 Oer his paternal hills of now,, 0 

| And into theſe tremendous fpeeches W 

| Broke forth the prophet without breeches. Ib. 

| Into what ills betray'd, by the, ö T 

| This ancient kingdom do I fee? i Ur 


1 | Her realms un - peopled and forlorn ! | 01 
Wae's mel that eyer thou wert born | 


PROPHECY OF NEREUS IMITATED, 


Proud Engliſh loons (our clans o ercome) 
On Scottiſh pads ſhall amble 1 9 
] ſee them dreſt in bonnets blue 
(The ſpoils of thy rebellious crew) 3. 
I ſee the target caſt away, 84. 
And chequer'd plaid become their prey, 
The chequer'd plaid to make a gown 
For many a laſs in London town. 

In vain thy hungry mountaineers 
Come forth in all thy warlike geers, 
The ſhield, the piſtol, durk, and dagger, 
In which they daily wont to ſwagger, 
And oft have ſally'd out to pillage 
The hen- rooſts of ſome peacefull village, 
Or, while their neighbours were aſleep, 
Have carry'd off a loweland ſheep, , 
What boots thy high-born hoſt of beggars, 


Mac-leans, Mae-kenzies, and Mac-gregors, + 


With popiſh cut-throats, perjur'd ruffians, 
And Forſter's troop of raggamuffins > 
In vain thy lads around thee bandy, 
Inflam'd with bag-pipe and with brandy. 

Doth not bold Sutherland the truſty, 
With heart ſo true, and voice ſo ruſty, 
(A loyal ſoul) thy troops affright, 

While hoarſely he demands the fight ? 
Doſt thou not generons Ilay dread, 
The braveſt hand, the wiſeſt head. 
Undaunted doft thou hear th* alarms. 
Of hoary Athol ſheath'd in arms? 
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Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
From Thanes and Peers of high-renown, - 
Fiery, and young, and uncontrol d,. 
With knights, and ſquixes, and-barons bold, 
{His noble houſhold-band) advances, 
And on the milk-white courſer prances. 
Thee Forfar to the combat dares, | | 
Grown ſwarthy i in Iberian wars : * 

And Monroe, kindled into rage, 
Sourly defies thee to engage 

He'll rout thy.foot, though ne'er ſo many, © 
And horſe to boot if thou hadſt any. 

But ſee Argyll, with watchful eyes, 
Lodg'd in his deep entrenchments lies! 
Couch' d like a lion in thy way, 

He waits to ſpring upon his prey; 

While, like a herd of timorous hone 

Thy army ſhakes and pants e . 
Led by their doughty general's ſkill, 
From frith to frith, from hill to hill. 

Is thus thy haughty promiſe paid 
That to the Chevalier was made, 
When thou didſt oaths and duty barter, 
For dukedom, generalthip, and garter? 
Three moons thy Jemmy ſhall command, 
With Highland ſceptre in his hand, 

Too good for his pretended birth, 
Then down ſhall fall the king of perth. 
Tis ſo decreed: for George ſhall reign, 
And traitors be forſworn i in van. 
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Heaven ſhall for ever on him ſmile, 
And bleſs him fill with an Argyil. 
While thou,” purſued by vengeful foes, 
Condemn'd to barren rocks and ſnows, 
And hinder'd paſſing Inverlocky,  —_ 
Shall burn thy clan, and curſe poor Jocky. 
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AN EPISTLE 
FROM A. 'LADY IN ENGLAND TY A 
GEN' ILEMAN AT AVIGNON. | 


O thee, dear rover, and thy vanquiſh'd friends, 
The health, the wants, thy gentle Chloe ſends. 
Though much you ſuffer, think I ſuffer more, 
Worſe than an exile on my native ſhore, 
Companions in your maſter's flight you roam, 
Unenvy'd by your haughty foes at nome; 
For ever near the royal outlaw's fide 
You ſhare his fortunes, and his hopes divide, 
On glorious ſchemes, and thoughts of empire ma 
And with imaginary titles ſwell. 
Say, for thou know'ſt I own his ſacred line, 
The paſſive doctrine, and the right divine, 
Say, what new ſuccours does the chief prepare? 
The ſtrength of armies ? or the force of prayer? 
Does he from heaven or earth his hopes derive? 
From ſaints departed, or from prieſts alive ? 
Nor ſaints nor prieſts can Brunſwick's troops withſtand, 


* e drop 9 hand; 
Heaven 
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Heaven to our yows may future kingdoms owe, 


But ſkill and courage win the crowns below. - 
Ere to thy caufey and thee, my heart 155 5 
Or love to party had ſeduc d my mind, | 

In female joys I took a:dull delight, 


chores ae; ee e eee 1 


But now, with fears and public cares poſſeſt, 
The church, the church, for ever breaks my reſt, 
The poſtboy on my pillow I explore, 

And ſift the news of every foreign "by A 
Studious to find new friends; and new allies ; 
What armies march from Sweden in diſguiſe; 
How Spain prepares her banners to unfold,  -. _ 
And Rome deals out her bleſſings, and her gold: 
Then o'er the map my finger, taught to tray, 
Croſs many a region marks the winding way; 
From ſea to ſea, from realm to realm I rove, 

And grow a meer geographer by loves... .... 

But ftill Avignon, and the pleaſing coaſt 1 
That holds thee baniſh'd, claims my care the moſt; 
Oft on the well-known ſpot I fix my, eyes, 

And ſpan the diſtance that between us lies. 


Let not our James, though foil'd in arms, 5 


Whilſt on his ſide he reckons half the fair: 
In Britain's lovely iſle a ſhining throng 
War in his cauſe, a thouſand beauties has. 


Th' unthinking victors vainly boaſt their powers z | 


Be theirs the muſket, while the tongue is ours. 
We reaſon with ſuch fluency and fire, 
n we baffle, and the learned tire, 
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Againſt her prelates plead the church's cauſe, | 
And from our Judges vindicate the laws. 
Then mourn not, hapleſs prince, thy kingdoms loſt 3 
A crown, though late, thy ſacred brows may boaſt ; 
Heaven ſeems through us thy empire to decree 
Thoſe who win hearts, have given their hearts to thee · 

Haſt thou not heard that when, profuſely gay, 


Our well - dreſt rivals grac'd their ſovereign' 8 day, 


We ſtubborn damſels met the public view 
In lothſome wormwood, and repenting rue? 


What Whig but trembiled, when our ſpotleſs band 


In virgin roſes whiten'd half the land 


Who can forget what fears the foe poſſeſt, 
When oaken-boughs mark'd every loyal breaſt ! 


Leſs ſcar'd than Medway's ftream the Norman ſtood, 


When croſs the plain he {py'd a marching wood, 

Till, near at hand, a gleam of ſwords betray'd 

The youth of Kent beneath its wandering ſhade? 
Thoſe who the ſuccours of the fair deſpiſe, 

May find that we have nails as well as eyes. 

Thy female bards, O prince by fortune croſt, 

At leaſt more courage than thy men can boaſt ; 

Our ſex has dar'd the mug-houſe chiefs to meet, 

And purchas'd- fame i in many a well fought ſtreet, 

From Drury-Lape, the region of renown, = 

The land of love, the Paphos of the town, 

Fair patriots fallying oft have put to flight 

With all their p es the guardians of the night, \ 

And bore,' with ſcreams of triumph, to their fide 

The leader's ſtaff in all its painted pride, | 
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Nor 2 the hawker in her warbling note 
To vend the diſcontented ſtateſman's thought, PP 
Though red with ſtripes, and recent from the thongs 
Sore ſmitten for the Jove bf ſacred x. 
The tuneſul ſiſters ſtill purſue their trade,, 
Like Philomela darkling i in the ſhade. wats | 
Poor Trott attends, forgetful of a fare, 
And hums in concert'o'er his eaſy chair. bx 
* Meanwhile, regardleſs of the royal cauſe, ' 
His ſword for James no brother ſovereign draws, | 

The Pope himſelf, ſurrophded with alarms, _ 
To France his bulls, to Corfu ſends his arms, 
And though he hears his darling ſon” 'S complaint, 
Can hardly ſpaxe one tutelary ſaint, 

But liſts them all to guard his own abodes, { ht 8 
And into ready money coins his gods. | 

The dauntleſs Swede, purſued by vengeful foes, 7 
Scarce keeps his own hereditary ſnows; 5 
Nor muſt the friendly roof af kind Lorrain _ 
With feaſfs regale our garter d youth again. 

Safe, Bar- le- Duc, within thy ſilent grove | 
The pheaſant now may perch, the hare may rove: 
The knight, who aims unerring from afar, | 
Th' adventurous knight, now quits the ſylvan war; 
Thy brinded boars may ſlumber undiſmay'd, 

Or grunt ſecure beneath the cheſnut,ſhade. 
Inconſtant Orleans (till we mourn the day 

That truſted Orleans with imperial ſway,) 
Far o'er the Alps our helpleſs monarch ſends, 


Far from the call of his deſponding friends, 
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uch are the terms, to gain Britannia's grace ! ! 
And ſuch the terrors of the Brunſwick race! 


Was it for this the ſun? s whole luſtre fail'd, 

And ſudden midnight o'er the moon preyail'd ! 

For this did heaven diſplay to mortal eyes 

Aerial knights and combats in the ſkies ! 

Was it for this Northumbrian ſtreams look d red! 

And Thames driy'n backward ſhow'd his ſecret bed! 

Falſe auguries ! th' inſulting victor's ſcorn !. 

Ev'n our own prodigies againſt us turn! 

O portents conſtrued on our ſide in vain ! 

Let never Tory truſt eclipſe again! 

Run clear, ye fountains! be at peace, ye ſkies! 

And, Thames, henceforth to thy green borders riſe ! 
To Rome then muſt the royal wanderer go, 

And fall a ſuppliant at the papal toe? | 

His life in ſloth inglorious muſt he wear, 

One half in luxury, and one in prayer! 

His mind perhaps at length debauch'd with eaſe, 

The proffer'd purple and the hat may pleaſe. 

Shall he, whoſe ancient patriarchal race 

To mighty Nimrod in one line we trace, 

In ſolemn conclave ſit, devoid of thought, 

And poll for points of faith His truſty vote! 

Be ſummon'd to his ſtall in time of need, l 

And with his caſting ſuffrage fix a creed! 

Shall he in robes on ſtated days appear, 

And Engliſh heretics curſe once a year! 

Garnet and Faux thall he with prayers invoke, 

And beg that Smithfield piles once more may ſmoke ! - 
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F it, heaven ! my ſoul, to fury wrought, 
Turns almoſt Hanoverian at the thought. 


From Jamies and Rome T feel my heart decline, 7 | 


And fear, O Brunſwick, "twill be wholly thine ; 
Yet ſtill his thare thy rival will conteſt, 

And ſtill the double claim divides my breaſt. , 
The fate of James with pitying eyes I view, 

And wiſh my homage were not Brunſwick's due: 
To James my paſſion and my weakneſs guide, 

But reaſon ſways me to the viftor's fide. 
Though griev'd I ſpeak it, let the truth appear! 
You know my language, and my heart, ſincere. 

In yain did falſehood his fair frame diſgrace ; 

What forte had falſehood, when he mou d his face? 
In vain to war our boaſtful clans were led; _ 
Heaps driv'n on heaps, in the dire ſhock they fled: 
France ſhuns his wrath, nor raiſes to our ſhame | 

A ſecond Dunkirk in another hame : 

In Britain's funds their wealth all Europe throws, 
And up'the Thames the world's abundance flows: 
Spite of feign'd fears and artificial cries 
The pious town ſees fifty churches riſes | 

'The hero triumphs as his worth is known, - 

And fits more firmly on his ſhaken throne. 

To my ſad thought no beam of hope appears 
Through the long proſpect of ſucceeding years, 
The ſon, aſpiring to his father's fame, 

Shows all his fire : another and the ſame, 
He, bleſt in lovely Carolina's arms, 
To future ages propagates her charms ; 
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With pain and joy at itrife, I often trace 
The mingled parents in each daughter's face 5 
Half fickening at the light, too well I ſpy 
The father's ſpirit through the mother's eye 
In vain new thoughts of rage I entertain, 
And ſtrive to hate their i innocence in vain, 

O princeſs ! happy by thy foes confelt ! 
Bleſt in thy huſband! in thy children bleſt ! 
As they from thee, from them new beauties born, 
While Europe laſts, ſhall Europe's thrones adorn. 
Tranſplanted to each court, in times to come, 
Thy ſmile celeſtial and unfading bloom, 
Great Auſtria's ſons with ſofter lines ſhall grace, 
And ſmooth the frowns of Bourbon's haughty race. 
The fair deſcendants of thy ſacred. bed, 
Wide-branching o'er the weſtern world ſhall ſpread, 
Like the fam'd Banian tree, whoſe pliant ſhoot 
To earthward bending of itſelf takes root, 
Till, like their mother plant, ten thouſand ſtand 
In verdant arches on the fertile land; 
Beneath her ſhade the tawny Indians rove, 
Or hunt, at large, through the wide echoing grove. 

O thou, to whom theſe mournful lines I nog 
My promis'd huſband, and my deareſt friend; 
Since heaven appoints this favour'd race to reign, 
And blood has drench'd the Scottiſh fields in vain z 
Muſt I be wretched, afid-thy flight partake ? 
Or wilt not thou, for thy loy'd Chloe's fake, 
Tir'd out at length, ſubmit to fate's decree ?: 


If not to Brunſwick, O return to mel | 
ö K 3 Proſtrate 
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Profirate 1 before the victor's mercy bend :, _ 
What ſpares whole thouſands, may to thee extend. 
Should blinded friends thy doubtful conduct blame, 
Great Brunſwick's virtues ſhall ſecure thy fame : 
Say theſe invite thee to approach his throne, 
And own the monarch, heaven vouchſafes to own : 
The world, convinc'd, thy reaſons will approve 3 
day this to them; but ſwear to me twas love. 
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OCCASIONED BY 116 EXCELLENCY THE EARL OF 
STANHOPE” s VOYAGE TO FRANCE, 57s. 


f „ , Idem 
* Pacis eras mediuſque belli.” Hox. 
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; Fm daughter once of Windſor's obs! 

In ſafety o'er the rolling floods, 

Britannia's boaſt and darling care, 

Big with the fate of Europe, bear. 

May winds propitious on bis way 

The miniſter of peace convey ; 

Nor rebel wave, nor riſing ſtorm, + 
Great George's liquid realms deform. 


II. 
Our vows are heard. Thy crowded ſails 
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Already Albion's coaſt retires, / 
And Calais multiplies her ſpires: 

At length has royal Orleans preſt, 

With open arms, the well-known gueſt; | 
Before in ſacred friendſhip join'd, 
And now in counſels for mankid 

Whilſt his clear ſchemes our patriot ſhows, 

And plans the threaten'd world's repoſe, 
They fix each haughty monarch's doom, 
And bleſs whole ages yet to come. 
Henceforth great Brunſwick ſhall decree 
What flag muſt awe the Tyrrhene ſea ; 


From whom the Tuſcan grape thall glow, 
And fruitful Arethuſa flow, 


IV. 

See in firm leagues with Thames combine 
The Seine, the Maeſe, and diſtant Rhine! 
Nor, Ebro, let thy ſingle rage 
With half the warring world engage. 
Oh! call to mind thy thouſands ſlain, 
And Almanara's fatal plain; 
While yet the Gallic terrors ſleep, 
Nor Britain thunders from the deep. 
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WII * Kings n ſhall reign, what fates 
be free, £7 
Is fix'd at length by Anna's juſt n 
Whoſe brows the Muſe's ſatred wreath ſhall fit,. 
Is left to you the arbiters of wit. 
With beating hearts the rival poets wait, 
Till you, Athenians; ſhall devide their fates 
Secure, when to theſe learned ſeats they come, 
Of equal judgment, and impartial doom. 
Poor is the player's fame, whoſe whole rehown- 
Is but the praiſe of 2 capricious town; 
While, with moek · majeſty, and fancy'd power, 
He ſtruts in robes, the monareh of an hour. 
oft wide of nature muſt he act a part, Te: 
Make love in tropes, in bombaſt break his heart 
In turn and ſimile reſign his breath, | | 
And rhyme and quibble in the pangs of death. 
We bluſh, when plays like theſe receive applauſe;. 
And laugh, in ſecret, at the tears we cauſe; | 
With honeſt ſcorn our own ſucceſs diſdain, 
A worthleſs honour, and inglorious gain. 
No trifling ſcenes at Oxford ſhall appear; 
Well, what we bluſh to act, may you to hear, 
Fo you our fam'd, our ſtandard plays we bring, 
The work of poets, whom you taught to ſing : 
Though crown'd with fame, they. dare notthink it due, 


Nor take the laurel till beftow'd by you. 
fg | Great 
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Great Cato”: 8 ſelf the glory of the ſtage, 

Who charms, corteRts; exalts, and fires the age, 

Begs here he may be try'd by Roman laws; 

To you, O fathers, he ſubmits his cauſe ; 

He reſts not in the people's general voice, 

Till you, the ſehate, have confirm'd his choice. 
Fine is the ſecret, delicate the art, | 

To wind the paſſions, and command the heart 3. 

For fancy'd ills to force our tears to flow, 

And make. the generous foul in love with woe; 

To raife the ſhades of heroes to our view; 

Rebuild fall'n empires; and old time renew. 

How hard the taſk! how fare the godlike rage !- 

None ſhould preſume to diftate for the Stage, 

But ſuch as boaſt a great extenſive mind, 

Enrich'd by Nature, and by Art refin'd ; 

Who from the anetent ſtores their kilowledge bring, 

And taſted early of the Muſes” ſpring, 

May none pretend upon her throne to fit, 

But ſuch as, ſprung from you, are born to wit: 

Choſen by the mob, their lawleſs claim we flights. 


Yours is the n hereditary right. 
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AN this be he! could Charles, the good, the great, 
Be ſunk by heaven to ſuch a diſmal ſtate! 
How meagre, pale, neglected, worn with care! 
What ſteady ſadneſs, and auguſt deſpair! 
In thoſe ſunk eyes the grief of years I trace, 
And ſorrow ſeems acquainted with that face. 
Tears, which his heart diſdain'd, from me o erflow, 1 
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Thus to ſurvey God's ſubſtitute below, 
In ſolemmn anguiſh, and majeſtic wee. 

When ſpoil'd of empire by unhallow'd hands, 
Sold by his ſlaves, and held in impious bands; 
Rent from, what oft had ſweeten'd anxious life, 
His helpleſs children, and his boſom wife ; 
Doom' d for the faith, plebeian rage to ſtand, 
And fall a victim for the guilty land; 

Then thus was ſeen, abandon'd and * 
The king, the father, and the faint to mourn. 
How could'ſ thou, artiſt, then thy fkill diſplay? 
Thy ſteady hands thy ſavage heart betray: - 
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Near thy bold work the ſtunn'd ſpectators faint, | 
Nor ſee unmov d, what thou unmev'd could'ſt paint. 
What brings to mind each various ſcene of woe, 
Th' inſulting judge, the ſolemn- mocking ſhow, 
The horrid ſentence, and accurſed blow. 

Where then, juſt heaven, was thy unactive hand, 
Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brandt 
Thy adamantine ſhield, thy angel wings, 


And the great Genii of anointed kings l 


Treaſon and fraud ſhall thus the ſtars regard : 
And injur'd virtue meet this ſad reward 

So ſad, none like, can Time's old records tell, 
Though Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
All names but one too low—that one too high: 
All parallels aze wrongs, or blaſphemy. 

O power fupreme ! How ſecret are thy ways! 
Yet man, vain man, would trace the myſtic maze, 
With foolih wiſdom, arguing, charge his God, 

His balance hold, and guide his angry rod 
New-mould the ſpheres, and mend the {ky's defign, 
And ſound th' immenſe with his ſhort ſcanty line. 
Do thou, my ſoul, the deſtin'd period wait, 

When God ſhall ſolve the dark decrees of fate, 

His now unequal diſpenſations clear, 

And make all wiſe and beautiful appear; 

When ſuffering ſaints aloft in beams ſhall glow, 
And proſperous traitors gnaſh their teeth below. 

Such boding thoughts did guilty conſcience dart, 
A pledge of hell to dying Cromwell's heart : 

Then this pale image ſeem'd t' invade his room, 
Gaz'd him to tone, and warn'd him to the tomb, 


3 


1 


£1. 


4 


A U or A POEM ON . 


266 TICKEEL'S POEMS. 

While thunders roll; and'nimble lightmings play, 
And the ſtorm witigs his ſpotted ſoul away. 

A blaſt more-bounteous ne'er did heaven command 
To ſcatter Vieſſings/o'er' the Britiſh-land; © | 
Not that more kind; which dath'd the pride of Spain; 
And whirl'd her cruſh'd Armada round the mein; 
Not thoſe more kind; chick guide our floating towers, 
Waft gums and gold, and mide far India ours : | 
That only kinder, Which to Britain's ſhore 

Did mitres, crowns; and Stuart's race reſtore, 

| Renew'd the church; revers'd the kingdom's'doom,. 
And brought witk Charles an Anna yet to come. 

O Clarke, to whom a Stuart truſts her reign 

O'er Albion's fleets, and delegates the main; 
Dear, as the faith thy Joyal heart hath fworn, 
Tranſmit this piece to ages yet unborn. 

This ſight ſhall damp the raging ruthan's breaſt, 

The poiſon ſpill, and half-drawn ſword arreſt ;. f 

To ſoft compaſſion ſtubborn traitors bend, 

And, one ar d, a thouſand _ defend. 
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« Dona cano divim, Iztas venantibus artes, 
Auſpicio, Diana, tuo—— , GRATIUS» 


ORSES and hounds, their care, their various race, 
The numerous beaſts, that range the rural chace, 
The haintſman's choſen ſcenes, his friendly ſtars, 
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: ON HUNTING | nga 
I firft in Britiſh yerſe preſume to raĩſs , 
A venturaus rival of the Roman praiſe. | 
Let me, chaſte Queen of Woods, thy aid obtain, 
Bring here thy light ot nymphs, and ſprightly train 3 
If oft, o'er lawns, thy care prevents the day 
To roule the foe, and preſs. the bounding prey, 
Woo thine own;Phoebus in the talk to join, 

And grant me genius for the bold deſign. 

In this ſoft ſnade, O ſooth the Warrior s fire; 

And fit his bow-ſtring to the trembling lyre: 
And teach, While thus their arts and arms we ſing, 
The groves to echo, and the vales to ring. . 
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Thy care be firſt the various gifts to trace, 
The minds and genius of the latrant race. 
In powers diftin& the different clans excel, 
In ſight, or fwiftneſs, or ſagacious ſmell; 
By wiles ungenerous ſome ſurprize the prey, 
And ſome by courage win the doubtful day. 
Seeſt thou the gaze- hound! how with glance ſevere 
From the cloſe herd he marks the deſtin'd deer 
How every nerve the nr ſtreteh . 


The hare preventing in her airy maze; 


The luekleſs prey how treacherous tumblers gain, 
And dauntlefs wolf-dogs ſhake the lion's mane; 
O'er all, the blood-hound boaſts ſuperior ſkill, 
To ſcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill ! 

His fellows? vain alarms rejects with ſcorn, 
True to the maſter's voice, and learned horn, 
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His noſtrils oft, if ancient fame ſing true, 
Trace the ſly felon through the tainted dew ; 
Once. ſnuff d, he follows with unalter'd aim, 
Nor odours lure him from the choſen game; 
.Deep-mouth*d he thunders, and. inflam'd he views, 
Springs · on relentleſs, and to death purſues. 
Some hounds of manners vile (nor leſs we find 
Of fops in hounds, than in the reaſoning kind) 
Puff d with conceit run gladding oer the Plain, 
And from the ſcent divert the wiſer train 
 For+the-foe's footſteps fondly Inuff their own, 
And mar the muſte with their ſenſeleſs tone; 
Start at the ſtarting prey, or ruſtling wind, 
And, hot at firſt, inglorious lag behind. 
A ſauntering tribe! may ſuch my foes diſgrace! 
Give me, ye gods, to breed the nobler race. 
Nor grieve thau to attend, while truths unknown 
I fing, and. make Athenian arts our own. 
Doſt thou in hounds aſpire to deathleſs fame ? 
Learn well their lineage and their ancient. ſtem. 
Each tribe with joy old ruſtic heralds trace, 


And fing the choſen worthies of their race; 12 


How his ſire's features in the ſon were ſpy d, 
When Die was made the vigorous Ringwood's brida. 
Leſs ſure thick lips the fate of Auſtria doom, 
| .Or eagle noſes rul'd almighty Rome. 
Good ſhape to various kinds old bards canfine, 
Some praiſe the Greek, and ſome the Roman line; 
And dogs to beauty make as differing claims, 


As * nymphs, and India's jetty dames. 
immenſe 
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Immenſe to name their lands, to mark their bounds, 
And paint the thouſand families of hounds : 
Firſt count the ſands, the drops where oceans flow, 
Or Gauls by Marlborough ſent to ſhades below. 
The taſk be mine, to teach Britannia's ſwains, 
My much- low d- country, and my native plains. 
Such be the dog, I charge, thou mean'ſt to train, 
His back is crooked, and his belly plain, 
Of fillet ſtretehꝰd, and huge of haunch behind, 
A tapering tail, that nimbly cuts the wind; 
Truſs-thigh'd, mes and fox-like * 
paw, 
Large · leg. d, dry ſold, and of protended claw. 
His flat, wide noſtrils ſnuff the ſavory ſteam, 
And from his eyes he ſhoots pernicious gleam ; 
Middling his head, and prone to earth his view, 
With ears and cheſt that daſh the morning dew : 
He beſt toi ſtem the flood, to lap the bound, 
And charm the Dryads with his voice profound ; 
To pay large tribute to his weary lord, 
And crown the ſylvan hero's plenteous board. 
The matron bitch whoſe womb ſhall beſt produce 
The hopes and fortune of th' illuſtrious houſe, 
Deriv'd from noble, but from foreign ſeed, 
For various nature loaths inceſtuous breed, 
Is. like the fire throughout. Nor yet difpleaſe 
Large flanks, , and ribs, to give the teemer eaſe. 
In Spring let looſe thy pairs. Then all things prove 
The ſtings of pleaſure, and the pangs of love: 
Ethereal Jove then glads, with genial ſhowers, 


Earth's mighty womb, and ſrews her lap with. flowers, 
Hence, 


| 164 TICKELL'S POEMS. | 

ES Hepes inices mount, and buds, embolden'd, 7 

More kindly breezes, and a fofter ſky 4: i 
Kind Yenws-zeyels, Hark on ener dough, 

In lulling ſtrains the feather" d warblers woo. | 

Fell tigers ſoften in th infectious flames, 

And lions, fawning, court their brinded ee 

Great Love pervades the deep; to pleaſe bis mate, 

The whale, in gambols, moves his monſtrous weight, 

Heav'd by his wayward mirth ald Ocean rar, Mö; 

And ſcatter d navies bulge on diſtant ſhores. 

All Nature ſmiles; come new, nor fear, my love, 

To taſte the odours of the woodbine grove, 

To paſs the evening glooms in harmleſs play, 

And, ſweetly ſwearing, languiſh life away. 

An altar, bound with recent flowers, I rear 

To thee, beſt ſeaſon of the various ver; 

All hail1 ſuch days in heauteous order ran, 

So ſwift, ſo ſweet, when firſt the world began, 

In Eden's bowers, when man's great fire aſſign 4 

The names and natures of the brutal kind, 


| Then lamb and lion friendly walk'd their round, 


5 And bares, undaunted, lick'd the fondling 1 
Wondrous to telhl but when, with luckleſs my” 


ns Our daring mother broke the ſole command, 


Then want and envy brought their meagre train, 
Then wrath came down, and death had leave to reign ; 
Hence foxes earth d, and wolves abhor'd the day, 


And hungry churls enſnar'd the nightly prey; 
Rude arts at firſt; but witty want refin'd 


The huntſman's wales, and bapine GY ls. $44 


ON: TRE PROSPECT OF PEACE. = J 


Bold Nimrod firſt the lion's trophies wore, 
The panther bound, and lanc'd the briſtling boar; 
He taught to-turn the hare, to bay the deer, 
And wheel the courſer in his mid career: 
Ah ! had he there reſtrain'd his tyrant hand! 
Let me, ye powers, an humbler wreath demand. 
No pomps I aſk, which crowns and ſceptres yield, © 
| Nor dangerous laurels in the duſty field; 
Faſt by the foreſt, and the limpid ſpring, 
Give me the warfare of the woods to ſing, 
To breed my whelps, and healthful preſs the game 
A mean, inglorious, but a guiltlefs name, © 
And now thy-female bears in ample womb 
The bane of hares, and triumphs yet to come. 
No ſport, I ween, nor blaſt of ſprightly horn, 
Should tempt me- then to hurt the whelps unborn. © 
Unloek'd, in covers let her freely run, reel Tot 1olf 
To range thy courts, and bask can UE 
Nea: thy full table let the favourite ſtand, 7 
Strok'd by thy ſon's, or blooming daughter's I. 
Careſs, . indulge, by arts the matron bribe, | 
T' improve her breed, and teem a vigorous. "_ 10 ba 
So, if ſmall things may de compar'd with great, 
And Nature's works the Muſe's imitate, __ 
Jo, firetch'd in ſhades, and lul'd by murmuring | 
3 ſtreams, . 
I Great Maro's breaſt receiy'd the wes dans... 


Recluſe, ſerene, the muſing prophet I 
Till thoughts in embryo, ripening, burſt their way. 1 
J. Hence 
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Hence bees in ſtate, and foaming courſers come, 
Heroes, and gods, and walls of lofty Rome. 
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10 APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 


FROM enen FONTENELLE. 
AM, cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 
And panting for breath, the coy virgin purſued, 
When his wiſdom, in manner moſt ample, expreſt 


© The long liſt of the graces his god{hip poſſſt 


4 11. 
I'm the 20d of ſweet ſong, and inſpirer of lays ; 
Nor for lays, nor ſweet ſong, the fair fugitive ſtays ; 
I'm the god of the harp—ſtop my faireft—in vain; 


Nor hs harp, nor the harper, could ferch hay _—_ 


IX. 
| OL 3 every flower, and their virtues I know, 
God of light I'm above, and of phyſic below : 


At the dreadful word phyſic, the nymph fled more faſt; 


At the fatal word phyſic ſhe doubled her haſte. 
2 | | s | | IV . 
Thou fond god of wiſdom, then, alter thy phraſe, - 


Bid her view the young bloom, and thy raviſhing rays» 

Tell her leſs of thy knowledge, and more of thy charms, 

And, my life for t, the damſel will fly to thy arms. 
528K 4 8 
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UCH had I heard of fair Francelia's name, 

VI The laviſh praiſes of the babler, Fame: 

I thought them ſuch, and went prepar'd to pry, 
And trace the charmer, with a critic's eye, h 
Reſolv'd to find ſome fault, before unſpy'd, 
And diſappointed, if but ſatisfy'd. 

Love pierc'd the vaſſal heart, that durſt rebel, 
And, where a judge was meant, a victim fell: 
On thoſe dear eyes, with ſweet perdition gay, 

I gaz'd, at once, my pride and ſoul away; 
All o'er I felt the luſcious poiſon run, 
And, in a look, the haſty conqueſt won. 

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 
And ſports and flutters near the treacherous blaze; 
Raviſh'd with joy, he wings his eager flight, 

Nor dreams of ruin in ſo clear a light; 
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 
A bright deſtruction, and a ſhining tomb. 
| > ——— — 
TON LADY ; 
WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX.. 


AVISH of wit, and bold, appear the lines, 
Where Claudian's genius in the Phcenix ſhines ; 
A thouſand ways each brilliant point is turn'd, 
And the gay poem, like its theme, adorn'd : 
A tale more ſtrange ne er grac'd the poet's art, 
Nor &er did fiction play fo wild a part. 
L 2 Each 
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Each fabled charm in matchleſs Cælia meets, 

The heavenly colours, and ambroſial ſweets; 

Her virgin boſom chaſter fires ſupplies, 

And beams more piercing guard her kindred eyes. 

O'erflowing wit the i imagin d wonder drew, 

But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. 

Now buds your youth, your cheeks their bloom diſcloſes 
Th' untainted lily, and unfolding roſe z | 
Faſe in your mien, and ſweetneſs in your face, 
You ſpeak a Syren, and you move a Grace; 
Nor time ſhall - urge theſe beauties to decay, 
While virtue gives, what years ſhall ſteal away: 
The fair, whoſe youth can boaſt the worth of age, 
In age ſhall with the charms of youth engage; 
In every change till lovely, ſtill the ſame, 

A fairer Phenix i in a purer flame. 


{ 


A DESCRIPT ION OF THE PHOENIX: 


FROM CLAUDIAN. 
1 utmoſt ocean lies a lovely iſle, 


Where ſpring ſtill blooms, and greens for ever {mile 
Which ſees the ſun-put on his firſt array, 


And hears his panting feeds bring on the day; 
When,. from the deep, they ruſh with rapid force, 


And whirl aloft, to run their glorious courſe ; 


When firſt appear the ruddy ftreaks of light, 
And glimmering beams diſpel the parting night. 
In theſe ſoft ſhades, unpreſt by human feet, 


The happy * e his balmy e, 


THE PHOENTx. 
Far from the world disjoin'd; he reigns aloße, 
Alike the empire, and its king unknown. 


A god-like bird! whoſe endleſs round of years 


Out-laſts the ſtars, and tires the circling ſpheres z 

Not us'd like vulgar birds to eat his fill, 

Or drink the cryſtal of the murmuring rill; 

But fed with warmth from Titan's purer ray, 

And flak'd by ſtreams which eaſtern ſeas convey 5 

Still he renews his life in theſe abodes, 

Contemns the power of fate, and mates'the gods. 

His fiery eyes ſhoot forth a glittering ray, 

And round his head ten thouſand glories play; 

High on his creſt, a ſtar celeſtial bright 

Divides the darkneſs with its piercing light ; 

His legs are ſtain'd with purple's lively dye, 

His azure wings the fleeting winds ont-fly ; 

Soft plumes of cheerful blue his limbs infold, 

Enrich'd with ſpangles, and bedropt with gold. 
Begot by none himfelf, begetting none, 

Sire of himſelf he is, and of himſelf the fon ; 

His life in fruitful death renews his date, 

And kind deſtruction but prolongs his fate: 

Ev'n in the grave new ſtrength his limbs receive, 

And on the funeral pile begin to live. - 

For when a thouſand times the ſummer ſun 


His bending race has on the zodiac run, 


And when as oft the vernal ſigns have roll'd, 
As oft the wintery brought the numbing cold; 
Then drops the hird, worn out with aged cares, 
Aud bends beneath the mighty load of years, 
L 3 
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So falls the ſtately pine, that proudly grew, 
The ſhade and glory of the mountain's brow. 
When pierc'd by blaſts, and ſpouting clouds o 'er-ſpread, 
It, ſlowly ſinking, nods its tottering head, | 
Part dies by winds, and part by ſickly rains, 
And waſting age deſtroys the poor remains. 
Then, as the filver empreſs of the night, 
O'ereclouded, glimmers in a fainter light, 
So, froz'n with age, and ſhut from light's ſupplies, 
In lazy rounds ſcarce roll his feeble eyes, 
And thoſe fleet wings, for ſtrength and ſpeed'renown 4, 
Scarce rear th* inactive lumber from the ground. 
Myſterious arts a ſecond time create 
The bird, prophetic of approaching fate. 
' Pil'd on a heap Sabzay herbs he lays, 
Parch'd by his fire the ſun's intenſeſt rays ; 
The pile deſign'd to form his funeral ſcene 
He wraps in covers of a fragrant green, 
And bids his ſpicy heap at once become 
A grave deſtructive, and a teeming womb. 
On the rich bed the dying wonder ies, 
Imploring Phoebus with perſuaſive cries, j 
To dart upon him in collected rays, 
And new-create him in a deadly blaze. 
The god beholds the ſuppliant from afar, 
And ftops the progreſs of his heavenly carr. 
O thou, ſays he, whom harmleſs fires ſhall burn, 
Thy age the flame to ſecond youth ſhall turn, 
« An infant s cradle i is thy funeral urn. 
Thou, on whom heaven has fix d th* ambiguous doom 
To live by ruin, and by death to bloom, - 


THE PHOENIX. 
e Thy life, thy ſtrength, thy lovely form renew, 


% And with freſh beauties doubly charm the view.” | 


Thus ſpeaking, midſt the aromatic bed 
A golden beam he toſſes from his head; 
Swift as deſire, the ſhining ruin flies, 
And ftraight devours the willing ſacrifice, / 
Who haſtes to periſh in the fertile fire, 

Sink into ſtrength, and into life expire. 
In flames the circling edours mount on high, 
Perfume the air, and glitter in the ſky, : 
The moon and ſtars, amaz'd, retard their ig, © 

And nature ſtartles at the doubtful ſight ; 
For, whilſt the pregnant urn with fury glows, 
The goddeſs labours with a mother's throes, * 
Yet joys to-cheriſh, in the friendly flames, 
The nobleſt product of the {kill ſhe claims, 

Th' enlivening duſt its head begins to rear, 
And on the aſhes ſprouting plumes appear z 
In the dead bird reviving vigour reignss © 


And life returning revels in his veins: 
A new. born Phoenix ſtarting from the flame, 


Obtains at once a Jon's, and father's name 
And the great change of double life diſplays, 
In the ſhort moment of one tranſient blaze. 
On his new pinions to the Nile he bends, 
And to the gods his parent urn commends, 
To Egypt bearing, with majeſtic pride, 
The balmy neſt, where firſt he liv'd and dy'd. 
Birds of all kinds admire th' unuſual fight, 
And grace the triumph of his infant flight 
L 4 
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In crowds unnumber'd round their chief they fly, 
Oppreſs the air, and cloud the ſpacious x j _- 
Nor dares the fierceſt of the winged race To's 
Obſtruct his journey through. th ethereal . 


The hawk and eagle uſeleſs wars forbear, 


| Forego their courage, and conſent to ſear; 


The feather'd nations humble homage bring, 


And bleſs the gaudy flight of their ambroſial king. | 
Leſs glittering pomp does + we roms ns 


Commanding legions to the duſty fields _ 
Though ſparkling jewels on his helm abound; - 
And royal gold his awful head ſurround ; 


Though zich embroidery paint his purple veſt, 
And his ſteed bound in coſtly trappings dreſt, 
Pleas d in the battle's dreadful van to tec: | 


In graceful grandeur, and imperiat pride. 
Fam'd for the worſhip of the ſun, there ſtands. 
A ſacred fane in Egypt's fruitful lands, 


Hewn from the Theban mountain's rocky womb 


An hundred columns rear the marble dome; 
Hither, tis ſaid, he brings the precious load, 
A grateful offering to the beamy god ; | 
Upon whoſe altar's conſecrated blaze 

The feeds and relicks of himſelf he lays, - 


Whence flaming incenſe makes the temple ſhine, 


And the glad altars breathe perfumes divine. 


Thi wlhed e on fib Dubai: flies, 


To chear old ocean, and enrich the ſkies, 
With nectar's ſweets to make the nations ſmile, 


mor ſcent the ſeven-fold channels of the Nile. g 
3 | - Thrice 
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THE PHOENIX. vs; 
Thrice happy Pheenix ! heaven's peculiar care Tk 
Has made thyſelf thyſelf's ſurviving heir 2 
By death thy deathleſs vigour is ſupply'd, 
Which ſinks to ruin all the world beſide; 
Thy age, not thee, aſſiſting Phoebus burns, 


And vital flames light up thy funeral urns. * 


Whate'er events have been, thy eyes ſurvey, 

And thou art fixt, while ages roll away; 

Thou ſaw'ſ when raging ocean burſt his bed, 
O'er-top'd the mountains, and the earth o'er-ſpread z 
When the raſh youth inflam'd the high abodes, 
Scorch'd up the ſkies, and ſcar'd the deathleſs gods, 
When nature ceaſes, thou ſhalt ſtill remain, 

Nor ſecond Chaos bound thy endleſs reign ; 

Fate's tyrant laws thy happier lot ſhall brave, 

Baffle deſtruction, and elude the grave. 


VERSES TO MRS. LOWTHER 
ON HER MARRIAGE. 


| FROM MENAGE.- | 

Om greateſt ſwain that treads th* Arcadian grove, 
Our ſhepherds envy, and our virgins love, 

His charming nyanph, his ſofter fair obtains, 
The bright Diana of our flowery plains ; 
He, midſt the graceful, of ſuperior grace, 
And ſhe the lovelieſt of the lovelieſt race. 

Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, ſhed, 
And crown the pleaſures of the genial bed ; 


| 
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Raiſe thence, their future joy, a ſmiling heir, 
Brave as the father, as the mother fair. 


Well may ſt thou ſhower thy choiceſt gifts on a. | 


Who boldly rival thy moſt hated foes; 
The vigorous bridegroom with Alcides nen, 
And the fair bride has Cytherea's Ys. | 


'To A LADY; =g 


WITH A PRESENT. OF FLOWERS. 


HE fragrant painting of our flowery fields, 
The choiceſt ſtores that youthful fummer n 


Strephon to fair Eliſa hath convey'd, 

The ſweeteſt garland to the ſweeteſt maid, _ 
O cheer the flowers, my fair, and let them reſt 

On the Elyſium of thy ſnowy breaſt, 

And there regale the ſmell, and charm the view, 
With richer odours, and a lovclier hue. | 
Learn hence, nor fear a flatterer in the flower, 
Thy form divine, and beauty's matchleſs power : : 
Faint, near thy checks, the bright carnation glows, 
And thy ripe lips out · bluſh the opening roſe : 

The lily's ſnow betrays leſs pure a light, 

Loſt in thy boſom's more unſullied white; 

And wreaths of jaſmine ſhed perfumes, beneath , 
Th' ambroſial incenſe of thy balmy breath. | 
Ten thouſand beauties grace the rival pair, 
How fair the chaplet, and the nymph how fair! 

But ah! too ſoon theſe fleeting charms. decay, 

The fading luſtre of one haſtening day, . 
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This night ſhall ſee the gaudy wreath decline, 
The roſes wither, and the lilies pine. 

_ The garlands fate to thine ſhall be apply d, 
And what advance thy form, ſhall check thy pride: 
Be wiſe, my fair, the preſent hour improve, 4 1 
Let joy be now, and now a waſte of love; 
Each drooping bloom ſhall plead thy juſt excuſe, 
And that which ſhew'd thy beauty, ſhew its uſe, 


ON A LADY'S PICTURE; 
TO GILFRED LAWSON, ESQ; 


S Damon Chloe's painted form ſurvey'd, 
He figh'd, and languiſh'd for the — made: 
For Cupid taught the artiſt hand its grace, | 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face, 
Now he laments a look ſo falſely fair, 
And almoſt damns, what yet reſembles her; : 
Now he devours it, with his longing eyes; | 
Now ſated, from the lovely phantom flies, g 
Vet burns to look again, yet looks again, and dies. 
Her avory neck his lips preſume to kiſs, 
And his bold hands the ſwelling boſom preſs ; 
The ſwain drinks-in deep draughts of vain deſire, 
Melts without heat, and burns in fancy'd fire. 
Strange power of paint ! thou nice creator art ! 
What love inſpires, may life itſelf impart. 
Struck with like wounds, of old, Pygmalion pray d. 
And hugg'd to life his artificial maid ; 
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Claſp, new Pygmalion, clafp the ſeeming charms, 
Perhaps ev'n now th' enlivening image warms, 
Deſtin'd to crown thy joys, and revel in thy arms: 
Thy arms, which ſhall with fire fo fierce invade, 
That ſhe at once ſhall be, and ceaſe to be a maid. 


PART or THE FOURTH 1 BOOK oF LUCAN: 


Cæſar, having reſolved to give battle to Petreius and 
Afranius, Pompey's licatenants in Spain, encamped 
near the enemy in the ſame field; The behaviour of 
their ſoldiers, at their ſeeing and knowing one ano- 


ther, is he then I the following verſes. 8 


Tan encient ſrieads, as pow! they weaver drew, 

Prepar d for fight the wondering ſoldiers knew 3 

Brother, with brother in unnatural ſtrife, 

And the for! armed againft the father's life: 

Curſt civil war! then confeience firſt was felt, 

And the tough veteran's heart began tomelss — | 

bind in dumb forrow all at onee they fand. 

Then wave, a pledge of peace, the guiltleſs hand 5 

To vent ten thoufand ſtruggling paſſions move, 

The flings'of nature, and the pangg'of love. 

All order broken, wide their arms they throw, 

And run, with tranſport, to the longing foe : © 

Here the long-loſt acquaintance neighbours claim, 

Thar awed friend recalls his e name, 
' | 9 
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Youths, who in arts beneath one tutor grew, 
Rome rent in twain, and kindred hoſts they view. 
Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief, 
And kiſſes, broke by ſobs, the words of erief ; 
Though yet no blood was ſpilt, each anxious mind 
With horror thinks on what his rage deſign d. 
Ah! generous youths, why thus, with fruitleis pain, 
Beat ye thoſe breafts ? why guſh thoſe ges in vain? 
Why blame ye heaven, and charge your guilt on fate? 
Why dread the tyrant, whom yourſelves make great? 
Bids he the trumpet ſound ? the trumpet flight. 
Bids he the ſtandards move? refuſe the fight. 
Your generals, left by you, will love again 
A ſon and father, when they're private men. 1 5 
Kind Concord, heavenly born ! whoſe bliſsful reign _ 
[Holds this vaſt globe i in one ſurrounding chain, 
Whoſe laws the jarring elements control, 
And knit each atom cloſe from pole to pole; 
Soul of the world and love's eternal ſpring ! 
This lucky hour, thy aid fair goddeſs bring! 
This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes - 
Heap guilt on guilt, and doubly ſtain the times. 
No veil henceforth for fin, for pardon none; 
They know their duty, now their friends are known. 
Vain wiſh1. from blood ſhort muſt the reſpite be, 
New crimes, by love inhane'd, this night ſhall ſee: / 
Such is the will of fate, and ſuch the hard decree. 
»Twas peace. From either camp, now void of fear, 
The e mingling chearful feaſts Prepare =, 
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On the green ſod the friendly Vol were CT x 


And haſty banquets pil'd upon the ground : 
Around the fire they talk; one ſhews, his ſcars, _ 


One tells what chance firſt led him to the wars; 


Their ſtories o'er the tedious night prevail, ; 
And the mute circle Tiſtens to the tale ; N 


They own they fought, but ſwear they ne er could hates 
Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on fate; 
Their love revives, to make them guiltier grow, 
A ſhort-liv'd bleſſing, but to heighten woe. / 
When to Petreius firſt the news was told, 
The jealous general thought his legions ſold. 
Swift with the guards, his head-ſtrong fury 2 | 
From out his camp he drives the hoſtile crew); 
Cuts claſping friends aſunder with his ſword, 
And ſtains with blood each hoſpitable board. 
Then thus his wrath breaks out. Oh! Joſt to fame! 
„Oh! falſe to Pompey, and the Roman name 


Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate. bands? 
' 4 Oh! die at leaſt; "tis all that Rome demands. 
What! will ye own, while ye can wield the fword, 


A rebel ſtandard, and uſurping _— | 
Shall he. be ſued to take you into place | 
© Amongſt his flaves, and grant you equal grace ? 


© What? ſhall my life be begg'd ? inglorious thought! 
And life abhorr'd, on ſuch conditions bought 
The toils we bear, my friends, are not for life, 


Too mean a prize in ſuch a dreadful ſtrife; ; 
# But peace would lead to ſervitude and ſhame, 
A fair amuſement, and a ſpecious name. 


Never 
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Never had man'explor'd the iron ore, 8 
« Mark'd out the trench, or rais'd the lofty tower, 
© Ne'er had the ſteed in harneſs fought the plain, 
Or fleets encounter'd on th' unſtable main; 
Were life, were breath, with fame to be compar d 
© Or peace to glorious liberty preferr'd. a 

Buy guilty oaths the hoſtile army bound, 
« Holds faſt its impious faith,” and ſtands its ground . 
Are you perfidious, who eſpouſe the laws ö 
And traitors only i in a aighteous cauſe? _ 
© Oh ſhame! in vain through nations far and wide, 
Thou call the crowding monarchs to thy fide, 
* Fall'n Pompey ! while thy legions here betray 
« Thy cheap-bought life, and treat thy fame away.” 

He ended fierce. The ſoldier's rage returns, 
His blood flies npward, and his boſom burns. 

So, haply tam'd, the tiger bears his bands, 
Leſs grimly growls, and licks his keeper's hands; 
But if by chance he taſtes forbidden gore, 
He yells amain, and makes his dungeon roar. 
He glares, he foams, he aims a deſperate bound, 
And his pale maſter flies the dangerous ground. 

Now deeds are done, which man might charge aright 
On ſtubborn fate, or undiſcerning night, 
Had not their guilt the lawleſs ſoldiers known, 
And made the whole malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
And breaſts are ſtabb'd, that were embrac'd before: 
Pity awhile their hands from ſlaughter kept, 


Inward they groan 'd, and, as they drew, they wept, 
But- 
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But every blow their waveting rage ene, | 

In murder hardens, and to blood inures. 11 
— on . vor ends ber f. 
_ at oem pa with 1 cerise, 
Drags his ſlain friend before the general's eyes, ; 
Exyhks in guilt, that throws the only ſhame 

On Pompey's-cauſe, and blots the Roman name. 
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THE DEDICATION. 


W HEN I firſt entered upon this tranſlation, I 
; was ambitious of dedicating it to the earl of 
Halifax; but being prevented from doing myſelf that 
honour, by the unſpeakable loſs which our country 
hath ſuſtained in the death of that extraordinary. per- 
ſon, I hope I ſhall not be blamed for preſuming to 
make a dedication of it to his memory. The great- 
neſs of his name will juſtify a praQtice altogether un- 
common, and may gain favour towards a work, which 
(if it had deſerved his patronage) is perhaps the only 
one inſcribed to his lordſhip, that will * being 
rewarded by him. 

I might have one advantage from ſuch a dedication, 
that nothing, I could ſay in it, would be ſuſpected of 
flattery. Beſides that the world would take a pleaſure 
in hearing thoſe things ſaid of this great man, now he 
is dead, which he himſelf would have been offended at 
when living. But though I am ſenſible, fo amiable 
and exalted a character would be very acceptable to the 
publick, were I able to draw it in its full extent: I 
ſhould be cenſured very deſervedly, ſhould I venture 
upon an undertaking, to which I am by no means 
equal, | 

M His 
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His conſummate knowledge in all kinds of buſineſs, 
his winning eloquence in public aſſemblies, his active 
zeal for the good of his country, and the ſhare he had 
in conveying the ſupreme power to an illuſtrious 
family famous for being friends to mankind, are ſub- 
jects eaſy to be enlarged upon, but incapable of being 
exhauſted. The nature of the following performance 
more directly leads me to lament the misfortune, which 
hath befallen the learned world, by the death of ſo ge- 
nerous and univerſal a patron. 
He reſted not in a barren admiration of the polite 


arts, wherein he himſelf was ſo great a maſter; but 


vas ated by that humanity they naturally inſpire: 
which gave riſe to many excellent writers, who have 
caſt a light upon the age in which he lived, and will 
diſtinguiſh it to poſterity. It is well known, that 
very few celebrated pieces haye been publiſhed for 
ſeveral years, but what were either promoted by his 
encouragement, or ſupported by his approbation, or 
recompenſed by his bounty. And if the ſucceſſion of 
men, who excel in moſt of the refined arts, ſhould not 
continue ; though ſome may impute it to a decay of 
genius in our countrymen; thoſe, who are unacquaint- 
ed with his lordſhip's character, will know more juſtly 
how to account for it. 
The cauſe of liberty will receive, no ſmall 3 
in future times, when it ſhall be obſerved that the 
earl of Halifax was one of the patriots wha were at 
the head of it ; and that moſt of thoſe, who were emi- 
1 in the ſeveral * of * or uſeful learning, 
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were by his influence and . engaged i in the ſame . 
intereſt, 

I hope therefore the publick will excuſe my 1 
for thus intruding into tlie number of thoſe applauded 
men, who have paid him this kind of homage: eſpe- 
cially ſince I am alſo prompted to it by gratitude; for the 
protection with which be had begun to honour me: 
and do it at à time when he cannot ſuffer by the im- 
portunity of my ene. | 


* 


TO THE RE A D E R. 

Muſt inform the reader, that when I began this 

firſt book, I had ſome thoughts of tranſlating the 
whole Iliad: but had the pleaſure of being diverted 
from that deſign, by finding the work was fallen into 
a much abler hand. I would not therefore be thought 
to have any other view in publiſhing this ſmall ſpe- 
cimen of Homer's Iliad, than to beſpeak, if poſſible, 
the favour of the publick to a tranſlation of Homer's 
Odyſſeis, wherein I have already made ſome progrels. 
| — — 

THE FIRST BOOK OF THE ILIAD. 


CHILLEs' fatal wrath, whence diſcord role, 
That brought the ſons of Greece unnumber'd 
woes, 

O goddeſs, ſing, Full many a hero's ghoſt 

Was driven untimely to th' infernal coaſt, 

While in promiſcuous heaps their bodies lay, 

A feaſt for dogs, and every bird of prey. 
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So did the fire of gods and men fulfil 

His ſtedfaſt purpoſe, and almighty will; 

What time the haughty chiefs their jars begun, 

Atrides, king of men, and Peleus* godlike ſon, 

What god in ſtrife the princes did engage? 
Apollo burning with vindiẽtive rage 

' Againſt the ſcornful king, whoſe impious pride 

Hs prieſt diſhonour'd, and his power defy d. 

Hence ſwift contagion, by the god's commands, 

Swept through the camp, andthinn'd the Grecian bands. 
For, wealth immenſe the holy Chryſes bore, ' 

(His daughter's ranſom) to the tented ſhore : 

His ſceptre ſtretching forth, the golden rod, 

Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god, 

Of all the hoſt, of every princely chief, 

But firſt of Atreus' ſons, he begg d relief: 

Great Atreus' ſons and warkike Greeks attend. 

So may th' immortal gods your cauſe befriend, 

* So may you Priam's lofty. bulwarks burn, 

© And rich in gather'd- ſpoils to Greece return, 

As for theſe gifts my daughter you beſtow, 

And reverence due to great Apollo ſhow, 

© Tove's favourite offspring.” terrible in war, 

£ Who ſends his ſhafts unerring from afar.” 

| *Throughont the hoſt conſenting murmurs riſe, © 

The prieſt to reverence, and give back the prize; 

When the great king, incens'd, his ſilence broke 

In words reproachful, and thus ſternly ſpoke : 
Hence, Yotard, from my ſight. Nor ever more 

5 Approach, I warn thee, this forbidden ſhore; 


- Left 


of 


LY -_ — as Pa a ned 


HOMER'S IL IAD, Book I. 165 


Leſt thou ſtretch forth, my fury to reſtrain, 
The wreaths and ſceptre of thy god, in vain. 
The captive maid I never will reſign, 
Till age o'ertakes her, I have vow'd her mine, 
Jo diſtant Argos ſhall the fair be led: 
* She ſhall ; to ply the loom, and grace my bed, 
* Begone, ere evil intercept thy way. 
© Hence, on thy life: nor urge me by thy ſtay.” 
He ended frowning. Speechleſs and diſmay'd, 
The aged ſire his ſtern command obey'd. 
Silent he paſs'd, amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling billows, on the lonely ſhore ; 
Far from the camp he paſs'd : then ſuppliant ſtood ; 
And thus the hoary prieſt invok'd his god : 
© Dread warrior with the filver bow, give ear. 
© Patron of Chryſa and of Cilla, hear. 
* To thee the guard of Tenedos belongs; 


| Propitious Smintheus! Oh! redreſs my wrongs. 


© If eer within thy fane, with wreaths adorn'd, 

The fat of bulls-and well-fed goats I burn'd, 

© O! hear my prayer. Let Greece thy fury news 

And with thy ſhafts avenge thy ſervant's woe.” 
Apollo heard his injur'd ſupplant” s ery. 

Down ruſh'd the vengeful warrior from the ky; _ 

Acroſs his breaſt the glittering bow he Te: , 

And at his back the well-ſtor'd quiver hung : 

(His arrows rattled, as he urg'd his flight.) 

In clouds he flew, conceal'd from mortal fight; _ 

Then took his ſtand, the well-aim'd ſhaft to throw : 

Pius ſprung the ſtring, and twang'd the filver bow: 
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The dogs and mules his firſt keen arrow flew 

Amid the rapks the next more fatal flew, 

A deathful dart. The funeral piles around 

For ever blaz d on the devoted ground. . 
Nine days entire, he vex d th' embattled hoſt, 

The tenth, Achilles through the winding coaſt 

e a council, by the queen's command 


Who wields heaven's ſceptre in her ſnowy hand: 


She mourn'd her favourite Greeks, who now incloſe 
The hero, ſwiftly ſpeaking as he roſe: 

What now, O Atreus' ſon, remains in view, 
But o'er the deep our wanderings to renew, 
Doom d to deſtruction, while our waſted powers 
The ſword and peſtilence qt once devours ? 

Why haſte we not ſome: prophet's {kill to prove, 

Or ſeek by dreams? (for dreams deſcend from Jove. } 
« What moves Apollo' s rage lethim explain, 

What vow withheld, what hecatomb unſlain: 
And if the blood of lambs and goats can pax 


The price for guilt, and turn this curſe away? 


Thus he. And next the reverend Calchas roſe, 
Their guide to Ilion whom the Grecians choſe; 


The prince of augurs, whoſe enlighten'd eye. 


Could things paſt, preſent, and to come, deſery: 
Such wiſdom Phoebus gave. He thus began, 


His ſpeech addreſſing to the godlike man: Eh 


Me then, command'ſt thou, lov'd of Jove, to. ſhow 


What moves. the god that bends the dreadful bow? 


« Firſt : plight thy faith thy ready help to lend, 
c By words to aid me, or by arms defend. 


For 


HOMER'S ILIAD, Boox I. 167 
For I foreſee his rage, whoſe ample ſway _ 
« The Argian powers and ſceptred chiefs obey. 
© The wrath of kings what ſubje& can oppoſe 3 
Deep in their breaſts the ſmother'd vengeance glows, 
« Still watchful to deſtroy. Swear, valiant youth, 
* Swear, wilt thou guard me, if I ſpeak the trutli? 

To this Achilles ſwift replies : * Be bold. 

« Diſcloſe, what Phoebus tells thee, uncontrol'd. 
By him, who, liſtening to thy powerful prayer, 

© Reveals the ſecret, I devoutly ſwear, 

© That, while theſe eyes behold the light, no hand 
* Shall dare to wrong thee on this crowded ſtrand. 
bat Atreus' fon. Though now himſelf he boaſt 
The king of men, and ſovereign of the hoſt.” 

Ther boldly he. . Not does the god complain 
Of vows withheld, or hecatombs unſſain. | 
« Chryſeis to her awful fire refus'd, 
© The gifts rejected, and the prieſt abus'd, 

Call down theſe judgnients, and for more they call, 
«© Juſt ready on th' exhauſted camp to fall; 

« Till'ranfoni-free the damſel is beſtow'd,. 

And hecatombs are ſent to ſooth the god, 

To Chryſa ſent, Perhaps Apollo's rage 

«© The gifts may expiate, and the prieſt aſſuage.” 

He ſpoke, and fat, When, with an angry frown, 
The chief of kings upſtarted from his throne. 
Diſdain and vengeance in his boſom riſe, 

Lour in his brows; and ſparkle in his eyes: 
Full at the prieſt their fiery orbs he bent, 
A all at once his fury found a vent. 
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Augur of ills, (for never good to me 
« Did that moſt inauſpicious voice decree) 
For ever ready to denounce my woes, 
When Greece is puniſh'd, I am ſtill the cauſe "07 
© And now when Phcebus ſpreads his plagues abroad, 
And waſtes our camp, tis I provoke the god, 
© Becauſe my blooming captive I detain, 

And the large ranſom is produc'd i in vain, 
Fond of the maid, my queen, in beauty's pride, 
© Ne'er charm'd me more, a virgin and a bride ; 
© Not Clytzmneſtra boaſts a nobler race, 
© A ſweeter temper, or a lovelier face, 

In works of female ſkill hath more command, 
Gr guides the needle with a nicer hand. 
© Yet ſhe ſhall go. The fair our peace ſhall buy ? 


| © Better I ſuffer, than my people die. 


© But mark me well. See inſtantly prepar'd 
© A full equivalent, a new reward. | 
Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his ſhare, - 


. © Your chief ſhould loſe his portion of the war! 


0 5 0 vain your chief; whilſt the dear prize, I boaſt, 
Is wreſted from me, and for ever loſt.” , 
5 o whom the ſwift purſuer quick reply'd: 


Oh ſunk in avarice, and ſwoln with pride 
How ſhall the Greeks, though large of ſoul they be, 


Collect their ſeyer'd ſpoils, a heap for thee 
To fearch anew, and cull the choiceſt ſhare 
Amid the mighty harveſt of the war? 
© Then yield thy captive, to the god relign's 
Aſſur 0 a tenfold recompence to find, 
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When Jove's decree ſhall throw proud Ilion down, 
And give to plunder the devoted town.” 

Think not, Atrides anſwer'd, though thou mine, 
« Graceful in beauty, like the powers divine, 3 
Think not, thy wiles, in ſpecious words convey d, 
From its firm purpoſe ſhall my ſoul diſſuade. 
* Muſt I alone bereft fit down with thame, 
And thou inſulting keep thy captive dame? 
* If, as I aſk, the large- ſoul'd Greeks conſent 
Full recompence to give, I ſtand content. 
* If not: a prize I ſhall myſelf decree, 
* From him, or him, or elſe perhaps from thee. 
While the proud prince, deſpoil'd, ſhall rage in vain» · 
* But break we here. The reſt let time explain. 
© Launch now a well-trim'd galley from the ſhore, 
With hands experienc'd at the bending oar: 
© Incloſe the hecatomb ; and then with care 
To the high deck convey the captive fair. 
* The ſacred bark let ſage Ulyſſes guide, 
* Or Ajax, or Idomeneus, preſide : 
Or thou, O mighty man, the chief ſhalt be. 
And who more fit to ſoothe the god than thee? 

© Shameleſs, and poor of ſoul, the prince replies, 
And on the monarch caſts his ſcornfal eyes, 
© What Greek henceforth will march at thy command, 
In ſearch of danger on the doubtful ſtrand ? 
Who in the face of day provoke the fight, 
© Or tempt the ſecret ambuſh of the night ? 
Not I, be ſure, Henceforward I am free. 
For ne'er was Priam's houſe a foe to me. 
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© Far from their inroads, in my paſtures feed 

© The lowing heifer, and the pamper'd ſteed, 

On Phthia's hills our fruits ſecurely grow, 

© And ripen careleſs of the diſtant foe, _ ; 

© Between whoſe realms and our Theſſalian ſhore 

© Unnumber'd mountains riſe, and billows roar. 

For thine, and for thy baffled brother's fame, 

« Acrols thoſe ſeas, diſdainful man, I came; 

Vet, inſolent! by arbitrary ſway, 

Thou talk ſt of ſeizing on my rightful prey, 

The prize whoſe purchaſe toils and dangers coſt, 

And given by ſuffrage of the Grecian hoſt. 

What town, when fack'd by our victorious bands, 
But ſtill brought wealth to thoſe rapacious hands? 

* To me, thus ſcorn'd, contented doſt thou yield 

© My ſhare of blood in the tumultuous field; 

But ſtill the flower of all the ſpoil is thine ; 

© There claim'ſt thou moſt, Nor c'er did I repine. 

© Whate'er was giv'n I took, and thought it beſt, 

With ſlaughter tir'd, and panting after reſt. 

To Phthia now, for I ſhall fight no more, 

« My ſhips their crooked prows ſhall turn from ſhore, 

When I am ſcorn'd, I think I well foreſee SH 
What ſpoils and pillage will be won by thee. (1 

© Hence! ory'd the monarch, hence! without delay : St 

Think not, vain man! my voice ſhall urge thy ſtay. R 
Others thou leav'ſt to the great cauſe inclin d, 
A league of kings thou leav'ſt, and Jove behind. 

« Of all the chiefs doſt thou oppoſe: me moſt: 

Outrage and uproar are thy only boaſt, 
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* Diſcord and jars thy joy. But learn to 3 
* If thou art ſtrong, tis Jove hath made thee fo. 


Go, at thy pleaſure. None will ſtop thy way. 
Go, bid thy baſe-born Myrmidons obey. 


Thou, nor thy rage, ſhall my reſolves ſubdue ;, 


© I fix my purpoſe, and my threats renew. 

Since "tis decreed I muſt the maid reſtore, 

A ſhip ſhall waft her to th' offended power; 

© But fair Brifeis, thy allotted prize, 

« Myſelf wilt ſeize, and ſeize before thy eyes: 

That thou and each audacious man may ſee, 

© How vain the raſh attempt to cope with me.” 
Stung to the ſoul, tumultuous thoughts began 


This way and that to rend the godlike man. 


To force a paſſage with his falchion drawn, 
And hurl th” imperial boaſter from his throne, 
He now reſolves: and now reſolves again 

To quell his fury, and his arm reſtrain. 

While thus by turns his rage and reaſon ſway'd, 
And half unſheath'd he held the glittering blade ; 
That moment, Juno, whoſe impartial eye 


Watch'd oer them both, ſent Pallas from the (ky :- 


She flew, and caught his yellow hair behind, 
(To him alone the radiant goddeſs ſhin'd:) 
Sudden he turn'd, aud ſtarted with — 3 
Rage and revenge flaſh'd dreadful in his eyes. 
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Then thus with baſty words: O bürwemy - bort f 


Com'ſt. thou to ſee proud Agamemnon's ſcorn? 


But thou ſhale ſce ( my ſword ſhall make it good) 


© This glutted ſand ſmoke with the tyrant's blood. 


Ku 
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To ſooth thy ſoul, the blue-ey'd maid replies, 
© (If thou obey my voice) I left the ſkies, 


© Heaven's queen, who favours both, gave this command! 


© Suppreſs thy wrath, and ftay thy vengeful hand. 
Be all. thy rage in tauntful words expreſt; 
© But guiltleſs let the thirſty falchion reſt. 


When gifts tenfold for this affront ſhall pay. 
_ © Suppreſs thy wrath ; and heaven and me obey,” 
Then he: I yield; though with reluctant mind. 


Mark what I ſpeak. An hour is on its way, [ 


_ © Who yields to heaven ſhall heaven propitious find.” 


The ſilver hilt eloſe- graſping, at the word, 

Deep in the ſheath he plung'd his-mighty ſword. 
The goddeſs, turning, darted from his fight, 
And reach'd Olympus in a moment's flight. 
But fierce Achilles, in a thundering tone, 
Throws out his wrath, and goes impetuous on: 
Valiant with wine, and furious from the bowl !: 
© Thou fierce - look d talker with a coward: foul | 
War's glorious peril ever flow to ſhare: * 

© Aloof thou view'ſt the field ; for death is there. 
Tis greater far this peaceful camp to ſway, | 
© And peel the Greeks, at will, who diſobey: 

A tyrant lord oer ſlaves to earth debas'd-z 

© For, had they ſouls, this outrage were thy laſt. 

© But, thou, my fix d, my final purpoſe hear. 

By this dread. ſceptre ſolemnly I ſwear: _. 

© By this (which, once from out the foreſt torn, 

© Nor leaf nor ſhade ſhall ever more adorn ; 
Which never more its verdure muſt renew, - ́ 
Lopp'd from the vital ſtem, whence firſt. it grew: 


But 


d? 


— 


HOMER'S ILTAD, Boos I. 173 


But given by Jove the ſons of men to awe, 
Now {ways the nations, and confirms the law) 
A day ſhall come, when for this hour's diſdain 
The Greeks ſhall with for! me, and wiſh in vain; 
Nor thou, though griev'd, the wanted aid afford, 
When heaps on heaps mall fall by Hector's {word a 
© Too late with anguiſh ſhall thy heart be torn, 
That the firſt Greek was made the public ſcorn.” 
He ſaid. And, mounting with a furious. bound, 
He daſh'd his ſtudded ſceptre on the ground; 
Then ſat. Atrides, eager to reply, 
on the fierce champion glanc'd a vengeful eye. 
"Twas then, the madding monarchs to compoſe, 
The Pylian prince, the ſmooth-ſpeech'd Neſtor roſe, . 
His tongue dropp'd boney. Full of days was he; 
Two ages paſt, he liv'd the third to ſee : 
And, his firſt race of ſubjects long decay'd, 
0'er their ſons ſons a peaceful ſceptre ſway'd. 
Alas for Greece! he cries, and what with joy 
Shall Priam hear, and every ſon of Troy! 
That you, the firſt in wiſdom as in wars, 
* Waſte your great ſouls in poor ignoble jars ! 
Go to! you both are young. Yet oft rever'd 
© Greater than you have the wiſe Neſtor heard. 
Their equals never ſhall theſe eyes behold : 


Cæneus the juſt, Pirithous the bold, 


Exadius, Dryas, born to high command, 

Shepherds of men, and rulers of the land, 

Theſeus unrival'd in his ſire's abodes, 

And mighty Polypheme, a match for gods. 
: hy They, 
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'© They, greateſt names that ancient ſtory knows, 
In mortal conflict met as dreadful foes : 
_ © Fearleſs through rocks and wilds their prey purſued, 
And the huge double Centaur race ſubdued. 
With them my early youth was pleas'd to roam 
Through regions, far from my ſweet native home; 
They call'd me to the wars. No living hand 
Could match their valour, or their ſtrength withſtand; 
Vet wont they oft my ſage advice to hear. 
* Then liſten both, with an attentive ear. 
<< Seize not thou, king of men; the beauteous flaye, 
< Th allotted prize the Grecian voices gave. 
© Nor thou, Pelides, in a threatening tone 
< Urge him to wrath, who fills that iacred throne, 
© The king of forty, kings, and honour'd more 
By mighty Jove, than e'er was king before. 
Brave though thou art, and of a race divine, 
Thou muſt obey a power more great than thine. 
And thou, O king, forbear. Myſelf will ſue 
Great Thetis” ſon his vengeance to ſubdue :' 
Great Thetis' valiant ſon, our country's boaſt, 
© The ſhield and bulwark of the Grecian hoſt.. 
« Wiſe are thy words, O fire, the king began, 
© But what can ſatiate this Apiring man? 
< Unbounded power he claims o'er human-kind, 
And hopes for ſlaves, Itruſt he neer ſhall find. 
* Shall we, becauſe the gods have form'd him ſtrong, 
gear the lewd language of his lawleſs tongue! 
© If aw'd by thee, the Greeks might well deſpiſe 
My name, the prince, precipitate, replies. | 
ng a 5 1 
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In vain thou nodd' from thy imperial throne. 
Thy vaſſals ſeek elſewhere : for I am none. 

But break we here. The fair, though juſtly mine, 
With (word undrawn I purpoſe to reign. 

On aught beſide, I once for all command, 

Lay not, I charge thee, thy preſumptuous hand. 

« Come not within my reach. Nordare advance. 
Or thy heart's blood ſhall reek upon my lance.” 

Thus both in foul debate prolong'd the day. 

The council, broke, each takes his ſeparate way. 
Achilles ſeeks his tent with reſtleſs mind; 
Patroclus and. his train move flow behind. 764 

Mean time, a bark was haul'd along the ſand, 
Twice ten ſelected Greeks, a brawny band, 
Tug the tough oars, at the great king's, command, 
The gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair, 

Are all intruſted to Ulyfles* care. | 
They mount the deck. The veſſel takes its flight, 
Bounds, oer the ſurge, and leſſens to the ſight. 

Next he ordains along the winding coaſt 

By hallow'd rites, to purify the hoſt. 
A herd of choſen victims they provide, 
And caſt their offals on the briny tide. 
Fat bulls and goats to great Apollo die. 
In clouds the ſayory ſteam aſcends the iky. 

The Greeks to heaven their ſolemn vows addreſt; 
But dire revenge roll'd in the monarch's breaſt. 
Obſequious at his call two heralds ſtand : 

To them in frowns he gives this harſh command. 

© Ye heralds, to. Achilles? tent repair; 

* Thence ſwift the female ſlave Briſcis bear. a 
it 
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With arms, if diſobey'd, myſelf will come. 
<< Bid him reſign her, or he tempts his doom.” 
The heralds, though unwillingly, obey. 
Along the ſea- beat ſhore they ſpeed their way « 
And, now the Myrmidonian quarter paſt, 
At his'tent-doorthey find the hero plac'd. 
Diſturb'd the ſolemn meſſengers he ſaw : 
"They too ſtood filent, with reſpectful awe, 
Before the royal youth, they neither ſpoke. 


Le gueſs d their meſſage, and the filence broke: 


Ve miniſters of gods and men, draw near, 


Not you, but him whoſe heralds ye appear, 
© Robb'd of my right I blame. Patroclus, bring 


© The damſel forth for this diſdainful king. 


But ye, my wrongs, O heralds, bear in mind, 


And clear me to the gods and all mankind, 
Ev'n to your thoughtleſs king; if ever more 
My aid be wanted on the hoſtile ore. 


Thoughtleſs he is, nor knows his certain doom, 


„ Blind to the paſt, nor ſees the woes to come, 
is beſt defence thus raſhly to forgo, 
And leave a naked army to the foe. 


He ceas d. Patroclus his dear friend obey d, a 


And uſher'd in the lovely weeping maid, 
Sore figh'd ſhe, as the heralds took her hand, 


And oft look'd back ſlow-moving ober the ſtrand. _ 


The widow'd hero, when the fair, was gone, 
Far from his friends fat bath'd in tears alone. 
On the cold beach he fat, and fix'd his eyes 


Where black with ſtorms the curling billows riſe, 
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And as the ſea wide-rolling he ſurvey wk, 


With 'out-ſtretch*d arms to his fond mother pray'd : : 


« Since to ſhort life thy-hapleſs fon was born, 


2 Great Jove ſtands bound by promiſe to adorn 
His ſtinted courſe, with an immortal name. 


Is this the great amends ? the promis'd fame? 


- © The ſon of Atreus, proud of lawleſs ſway, 
- © Demands, poſteſſes, and enjoys my prey.” 


Near her old fire enthron'd, ſne heard him-weep 


From the low filent caverns of the deep 1 1 

Then in a morning miſt her head ſhe rears, 

Sits by her ſon, and mingles tears with tears; | 
Cloſe graſps her darling's hand. My ſon, ſhe cries, 
© Why heaves thy heart? and why o'erflow thy eyes? 


Oh tell me, tell thy mother all thy care, 


That both may know it, and that both may mare. 


Oh l. goddeſs l. cry'd he, with an inward groan, 


Thou know'ſt it all: to thee are all things known. 
© Ettian Thebes we ſack' d, their ranſack'd towers, 
The plunder of a people, all Was ours. 


We ſtood agreed the booty to divide. 


Chryſeis roſy-cheek'd, and gloſſy - ey d, 
Fell to the king; but holy Chryſes bore 
© Vaſt gifts: of ranſom, to the tented ſhore: 


© His ſceptre ſtretching forth (the golden rod 


Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god) 


Of all the-hoſt, of every princely chief, 
But firſt of Atreus* ſons, he begg'd relief. 
Throughout the hoſt conſenting murmurs ran, 


To yield her to the yenerable man; | | 
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But the harſh king deny'd to do him right, 
* And droye the trembling prophet. from his . 
Apollo heard his injur d ſuppliant's cry, 
© And dealt his arrows through th' infected iky;. U 
The ſwift contagion, ſent by his commands, 
© Swept through the camp,and thinn'dtheGrecian — ; 
© The guilty cauſe a ſacred augur ſhow'd, 
And I firſt moy d to mitigate the god. 8 
At this the tyrant ſtorm'd, and vengeance d 
And now too ſoon hath made his threatnings good. 1 
Chryſeis firſt with gifts to Chrxſa ſent. 
His heralds came this moment to my tent, 1 
And bore Briſeis thence, my beauteous flave, 
0 Th' allotted prize, which the leagy'd Grecians gave. a 
Thou goddeſs, then, and thou, I know, haſt power, 
Far thine own ſon the might of Joye implore. 
Oft in my father's hquſe I 'ye heard thee tell, 
When ſudden fears on heaven's great monarch fell | 
* Thy aid the rebel deities o'ercame,  _ 
And ſav'd the mighty thunderer from 8 4's 
Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno, bound. f 
The ſire in chains, and hem d their ſovereign round. 
Thy voice, O gaddels, broke their idle bande, 
And call'd the giant of the hundred hands, 
The prodigy, whom heaven and earth 5 
Briareus nam id above, Ageon here, 
« His father Neptune he in ſtrength ſurpaſs'd | 
© At Jove's right hand his hideous form he plac'd, | 
« Proud of bis might, The gods with ſecret dread, 
| © Belo th buge argue Gaps w. 


PP 1104 31 i 


«Remind 


4 FN - 2 


HOMER'S ILTAD, Box I. wy 


< Remind him then: for well thou know'ſt the art: 

Go, claſp his knees, and melt his mighty heart. 

Let the driven Argians, hunted o'er the plain, 

© Seek the laſt verge of this tempe ſtuous main: 

There let them periſh, void of all relief, | 

My wrongs remember, and enjoy their chief. 

Too late with anguiſh ſhall his heart be torn, 

© That the firſt Greek was made the public ſcorn.” 
Then ſhe (with tears her azure eyes ran o'er;) 

© Why hore I thee ! or nouriſh'd, when I bore! 

< Bleſt, if within thy tent, and free from ſtrife, 

Thou might poſſeſs thy poor remains of life. 

Thy death approaching now the fates foreſhow ; 

© Short is thy deſtin'd term, and full of woe. 

© Tli-fated thou! and oh unhappy It 

But hence to the celeſtial courts I fly, | 

£ Where, hid in fnow, to heaven Olympus fwells, 
And Jove, rejoicing in his thunder, dwells. 

© Meantime, my ſon, indulge thy juſt diſdain : 

Vent all thy rage, and ſhun the hoſtile plain, 


Till Jove returns, Laſt night my waves he croſt d, 


< And ſought the diſtant Ethiopian coaſt : 

Along the ſkies his radiant courſe he ftoer'd, 
Behind him all the train of gods appear d, 

A bright proceſſion. To the holy feaſt 

Of blameleſs men he goes a grateful gueſt, 

© To heaven he comes, when twice ſix days are o'er! 
< Then ſhall his voice the fire of gods implore, 

© Then to my lofty manſion will I paſs, 

k — on rocks of 3 braſs: 
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© There wil Iclaſp his knees with wonted art, 
© Nor doubt, my ſon, but I ſhall melt his heart,” . 
She ceas d: and left him loſt in doubtful care, _ 
And bent on vengeance for the raviſh'd fair. 
But, ſafe arriv'd near Chryſa's ſacred ſtrand, 
The ſage Ulyſſes now advanc'd to lan. 
Along the coaſt he ſhoots with ſwelling gales, 
Then lowers the lofty maſt, and furls the fails ; 
Next plies to port with many a well-tim'd oar, 
And drops his anchors near the faithful, ſhore. 
The bark naw-fixzd amidſt the rolling tide, 
Chryſeis follows her experienc'd guide: 
The gifts to Phoebus from the Grecian hoſt, 
A herd of hulls went bellowing o'er the caaſt. 
To the god's fane, high looking o!er the land, 
He led, and near the altar took his ſtand, - _ 
Then gave her to the joyful father's hand. 
All hail! Atrides ſets thy, daughter, free, 
© Sends offerings to thy. god, and giſts to the. 
© But thou intreat the power, whoſe dreadful ſway 
Afflicts his camp, and ſweeps his haſt away. 
He ſaid, and gave her. The fond father ſmil'd 
With ſecret rapture, and embracd his child. 
The victims now they range n choſen bands, 
And offer gifts with unpolluted. hands: | 
When with loud voice, and arms up;rear'd in air, 
The hoary prieſt prefer'dthis/ powerful prayer: 
Dread warrior with the ſilver bow; give ear: 
Patron of Chryſa and of Cilla, hear. 
About this dome thou walk'ſ thy conſtant und * 
4 Still have my vows. thy. power propitious found. 
5 "7: Rin 


HOME RIS ILIA PD, Boox J. 19 


© Rous'd-by my prayers ev'n now thy vengeance burns, 
© And ſmit by thee, the Grecian army mourns. 

© Hear me once more; and let the ſuppliant foe 

« Avert thy wrath, and flack thy dreadful bow.“ 

He pray d: and great Apollo heard his prayer. 

The ſuppliants now their yotive-rites prepare: 
Amid the flames they caſt the hallow'd bread, . 
And heaven-ward turn each victim's deftin'd head: 
Next lay the fatted bulls, their ſkins divide, 

And from each carcaſe rend the ſmoking bide; 
On every: limb large rolls of fat beſtow, 

And choſen morſels round the offerings ſtrow: 
Myſterious rites. Then on the fire divine 
The great high prieſt pours forth the ruddy wine; 
Himſelf the offering burns. On either hand 

A troop of youths, in decent order, ſtand, - _ 
Ou -ſharpen'd forks, obedient to the ſire, . 

They turn the taſteful fragments in the fire, 
Adorn the feaſt, ſee every, diſh well - ſtor d, 
Andiſerve the plenteous meſles to the board. 

When now the various feaſts had chear'd their ſouls; 
With ſparkling wines they crown the generous bowls, 
The firſt libations to Apollo pay, 

And ſolemnize with ſacred. hymns the day: 

His praiſe in Is.Pzans loud they ſing, 

And-ſooth the rage of-the far-ſhooting king. 

At evening, through the ſhore diſpers'd, they ſleep, 
Huſh'd by the diſtant roarings of the deep. 

When now, aſcending from the ſhades of night, 
Aurora glow din all her roſy light, 
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The daughter of the dawn: th' awaken'd crew 
Back to the Greeks encamp'd their courſe renew. 
I he breezes freſhen : for with friendly gales 
Apollo ſwell'd their wide, diſtended, fails : 
Cleft by the rapid prow, the waves divide, 
And in hoarſe murmurs break on either ſide, * 
In ſafety to the deſtin'd port they paſs'd, ; 
And fix'd their bark with grappling haulſers faſt; | 
Then dragg d her farther, on the dry-land coaſt, 
Regain'ditheir tents, and mingled in the hoſt. 
But fierce Achilles, ſtill on vengeance bent, 
Cheriſh'd his wrath, and madden'd in his tent. 
Th' aſſembled chiefs he ſhun'd with high diſdain, 
A bad of kings! nor ſought the hoſtile plain; 
But long'd to hear the diſtant troops engage, 
The ſtrife grow doubtful, and the battle rage. 
Twelve days were paſt ; and How th' ethereal train, 
Jove at their head, to heaven return'd again : 
When Thetis, from the deep prepar'd to riſe, [- 
Shot through 2 big-ſwol'n wave, and pierc'd the ſkies. 
At early morn ſhe reach'd the realms above, 
The court of gods, the reſidence of Jove. | 
On the top- point of high Olympus, erown'd | 
With hills on hills, him far apart ſhe found, ET 
Above the reſt; The earth beneath diſplay'd | 
(A boundleſs proſpect) his broad eye ſurvey d. | 
Her left hand graſp'd his knees, her right ſhe rear'd, 
And touch'd with blandiſhment his awful beard ; 


1 Then, ſuppliant, with ſubmiſſive voice implor'd , , 
Old Saturn's fon, the god by gods ador de 
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© If &er, by rebel deities oppreſt, 
© My aid reliev'd. thee, grant this one requeſt. 
© Since to ſhort life my hapleſs ſon was born, 
© Do thou with fame the ſcanty ſpace adorn. 
© Puniſh the king of men, whoſe lawleſs fway 
© Hath ſham'd the youth, and ſeiz'd his deſtin'd prey. 
* Awhile let Troy prevail, that Greece may grieve, 
© And doubled honours to my offspring give. 
She ſaid, The god vouchſaf'd not to reply + 
(A deep ſuſpence fat in his thoughtful eye) : 
Once more around his knees the goddeſs clung, 
And to ſoft accents form'd her artful tongue: 
© Oh! ſpeak. Or grant me, or deny my prayer. 
Fear not to ſpeak, what I am doom'd to bear; 
© That I may know, if thou my prayer deny, 
The moſt deſpis'd of all the gods am I.“ | 
With a deep ſigh the Thundering Power replies: 
© To what a height will Jupo's anger riſe !. 
Still doth her voice before the gods upbraid 
© My partial hand, that gives the Frojans aid. 
I grant thy ſuit. But, hence I depart unſeen, 
And ſhun the fight of heaven's' ſuſpicious queen. 
© Believe my nod, the great, the certain ſign, 
© When Jove propitious hears the powers divine; 
© The ſign that ratifies my high command, 
«© That thus I wilt: and what I will hall ſtand,” 
This faid, his kingly brow the fire inclin d; 
The large black curls felt awful from behind, 
Thick ſhadowing the ſtern forehead of the god: 
e trembled at th' almighty nod. . 
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The goddeſs ſmil'd : and, with a ſudden __ 
From the high mountain plung'd into the deeps 

But Jove repair'd to his-celeſtial towers: 
And, as he roſe, up- roſe th immortal powers. 
In ranks, on either fide, th*. aſſembly caſt, _ 
Bow'd'down, and did obeiſance as he paſs'd. 
Fo him enthron'd (for whiſpering ſhe had ſeen 
Cloſe at his knees the filver-footed queen, 
Daughter of him, who, low beneath the tides, 
Aged and hoary in the- deep reſides) £ 
Big with invectives, Juno filence broke, - 
And thus, opprobrious, her reſentments ſpoke :;- 

© Falſe Jove! what goddeſs whiſpering did 1 ſee'> 
O fond of counſels; ill conceal'd from met 
© To me, neglected, thou wilt ne'er impart 
© One ſingle thought of thy cleſe-cover'd heart.” 

To whom the Sire of gods-and{men reply'd ; 
. © Strive not to find, what L decree to hide. | 

- © Laborious were the ſearch, and vain the ſtrife, /- 

Vain ev'n for thee, my*ſifter and my wife. 


4 


The thoughts and counſels, proper to declare, 
Nor god nor mortal ſhall before thee ſhare: | 


* 


But, what my ſecret wiſdom ſhall ordain, 

Think not to reach, for know the thought were vain, 
Dread Saturn's ſon, why ſo ſevere ?* replies 

The Goddeſs: of the large majeſtic eyes. 

© Thy own dark thoughts at pleaſure: hide, or ſhow; 

© Ne'er have I aſłk d, nor now aſpire to know. - 

Nor yet my fears are vain, nor came unſeen 


© To * high throne the * queen, 
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* Daughter of him, who low beneath the tides 
Aged and hoary in the deep reſides. 
Thy nod aſſures me ſhe was not deny d: 
And Greece muſt periſh for a madman's pride. 


To whom the god, whoſe hand the tempeſt forms, > 
Drives clouds on clouds, andblackens heaven with ſtormsz 
Thus wrathful anſwer d: Doſt thou ſtill We 


© Perplex'd for ever; and perplex'd in- vain 
© Should'ſ thou diſcloſe the dark event to come, 
© How wilt thou ſtop th' irrevocable doom 
This ſeryes the more to ſharpen my diſdain ; - 
And woes foreſeen but lengthen out thy pain. 
Be ſilent then, Diſpute not my command; 
Nor tempt the force of this ſuperior hand: 
© Leſt all the gods, around thee leagu'd, engage 
© In'vain to ſhield thee from my kindled rage. 

Mute and abaſh'd ſhe ſat without reply, 
And downward turn'd her large majeſtic eye, 
Nor further durſt th' offended fire provoke : 
The gods around. him trembled, as he ſpoke... 
When Vulcan, for his mother ſore diſtreſt, 
'Turn'd orator, and thus his ſpeech addreſs'd :. 

© Hard is our fate, if men of mortal. line 
© Stir up debate among the powers divine, 
© If things on earth diſturb the bleſt abodes, 
And mar th' ambroſial banquet of the gods. 1 
© Then let my mother once berul'd by me, 
© Though much more wiſe than I NI to be: 
Let me adviſe her ſilent to obey, 
« And due ſubmiſſion to our father Pays N. 


© Nor 
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© Nor force again his gloomy rage to riſe, | 

c III-tim'd, and damp the revels of the ſkies. 
For ſhould he'toſs her from th' Olympian hilh 


* Who could refit the mighty monarch's will > 
Then thou to love the Thunderer reconcile, 


And tempt him kindly on us all to ſmile.” 


Hie ſaid: and in his tottering hands up-bore 


\ 


A double goblet, fill'd, and foaming o'er. F 
© Sit down, dear mother, with a heart content, 

Nor urge a more diſgraceful puniſhment, | 

« Which if great Jove infli&t, poor I, diſmay'd, 

£ Muſt ſtand aloof, nor dare to give thee aid. 


© Great Jove ſhall reign for ever, uncontrol'd: 


Remember, when I took thy part of old, 


Caught by the heel he ſwung me round on high, 
And headlong hurl'd me from th' ethereal ſky : 
From mort to noon I fell, from noon to night; 
« Till pitch'd on Lemnos, a moſt piteous fight, 
« The Sintians hardly could my breath recall, 

« Giddy and gaſping with the dreadful fall, 

She ſmil'd : and, ſmiling, her white arm diſplay'd- 
To reach the bowl her aukward ſon convey d. j 
From right to'left the generous bowl he crown'd, 
And dealt the roſy nectar fairly round. © 
The gods langh'd out, unweary'd, as they 1 


The buſy ſkinker hop from fide to fide. 


Thus, feaſting to the full, they pafs'd any, 
In bliſsful banquets, all the live- long day. 
Nor wanted melody. With heavenly art 


The Muſes bog; each Muſe perform d ber part, 


e Alternate 


a 
] 
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Alternate warbling; while the golden lyre, | 
Fouch'd by Apollo, led the vocal choir. 

The ſun at length declin'd, when every gueſt 
sought his bright palace, and withdrew to reſt : 
Each had his palace on th' Olympian hill, 

A maſter- piece of Vulcan's matchleſs ſkill. 

Ev'n he, the god, who heaven's great ſcepter e 
And frowns amid the lightning” s dreadful blaze, 
His bed of ſtate aſcending, lay compos d; 

His eyes a ſweet refreſhing ſlumber clos'd ; 

And at hig fide, all glorious to behold, 


Was Juno lodg'd in her alcove of gold. 


TO THE EARL OF WARWICK, ON THE 
DEATH- OF MR. ADDISON. « 


F, dumb too long, the drooping Muſe hath ſtay' d, 
And left her debt to Addiſon unpaid, 
Blame not her filence, Warwick, but bemoan, 
And judge, oh judge, my boſom by your own. 


What mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 


Slow comes the verſe that real woe inſpires :. 
Grief unaffected ſuits but ill with art, 
Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 
Can I forget the diſmal night that gave 
My ſoul's beſt part for ever to the grave! 
How filent did his old companions tread, - 
By midnight lamps, the manſions of the dead, 
Through. breathing ſtatues, then unheeded things, 


Throu Sb rows of warriors, _ through walks of 1 * 
it 


What awe did the flow ſolemn knell inſpire; - 


The pealing organ, and the pauſing chor; 


The duties by the lawn-rob'd premte pay d; 


And ther laſt worde, that duſt to duſt convey'd !* 
While ſpeechleſs oer thy cloſing grave we bend. 


Accept theſe tears, thou dear departed friend. 
Oh; gone for-ever ! take this long adieu; 
And ſleep in peace, next thy loy'd Montague. 
To ſtrew freſh laurels, let the taſł be mine, 
A frequent pilgrim, at thy ſacred ſhrine; 

Mine with true ſighs thy abſence to bemoan, 
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy ſtone. 

If er from me thy Jov'd memorial part, 
May ſhame aMi& this alienated heart ; 

Ofsthee forgetful if I form a ſong,. 


My lyre he broken, and untun'd my tongue, | 


My grief be doubled from thy image free, 
And mirtli a torment, unchaſtis'd by thee; 
Oft let me range the gloomy aiſles alone, 

Sad luxury! to vulgar minds unknown, 


Along che walls where ſpeaking marbles'ſhow” 


What worthies form the hallow'd mould below x 


Proud names; who once the reins of empire held; 


In arms who triumph'd; or in-arts/excell'd; © 


Chiefs, grac'd with ſcars, and prodigal of blood ;- - 


Stern patriots, who for ſacred freedom ſtood ; 
Juſt men, by whom impartial laws were given; 


And ſaints who taught, and led, the way to heaven; 


Ne'er to theſe chambers, where the mighty reſt, 
uy their rr en came nobler Wa 
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Nor e' er was to the bowers of bliſs convey'd *a 
A fairer ſpirit or more welcome ſhade. 

In whit new region, to the juſt aſſign'd, EONS 
What new employments' pleaſe th* nnbedy'd mind; © 
A winged #i1ae, through th etherealſky, 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly? 

Or curious trace the Jong laborious mae 
of heaven's decrees, where wondering angels gaze? 2 
Dves he delight to hear bold feraphs tel! 
How Michael battle'd, and the dragon fell; 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill eflay'd below? 
Or doſt thou warn: poor Sts left behind. 
A taſk well-ſuited to thy gentle mind? 
„Oh! if fometimes thy ſpotleſs form deſcend; 
To me, thy aid, thou guardian-genius, lend! 
When rage miſguldes me, or when fear alarms, 
When pain diſtreſſes, or when pleaſure charms, 
In Glent whiſperinge-purer thoughts impart, 
And turn from ill, a frail and feeble heart; 
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 
Till bliſs ſhall join, nor death can part us more. 
That awful form, which, ſo the heavens decree, 
M.uſt ſtill be lov'd and ſtill deplor'& by me; 
In nightly viſions ſeldom fails to riſe, 
Or, rous d by Fancy, -meets my waking eyes. 
If buſineſs calls, or creuded courts invite; 
Th' unblemiſh'd ſtateſman ſeems to ſtrike my icht; 
If in che ſtage I ſeek to ſooth my care; | 
I meet his ſou! which breathes in Cato there; © go 
4 + . by 


- 


I . A OOMONSNSNMNSINSNSNISNSENREIEOOE ET 
1 wy * N 25 = — * mn « 
* 
1 
* 


10% TIOKELLS POEMS, 


en 4 8 
His ſhape o'ertakes. me in the lonely grove; 
-+T'was there of juſt and good he reaſon d ſtrong, 


Clear d ſome great truth, or rais d ſome ſerious ſongs 


There patient ſhow'd us the wile courſe en, f 
A candid cenſor; and a friend ſevere; 
There taught us how te live; and (ch! too has. 


The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 


Thou hill, whoſe brow the antique ſtructures bes 
Rear d by bold chiefs, of Warwick 's noble race, 1 


Why, once ſo loyd, when-e' er thy boxer appears, 


Ober my dim eyes balls glance the ſudden tears! 


7 
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How. ſweet were once thy proſpects freſh "0 Mike 10 


Thy floping walks, and unpolluted air! 
Ho ſweet. the glooms beneath thy aged tee, 
Thy noon-tide thadow, and thy evening | breeze! 35 
His image thy forſaken bowers geſtore; e 
Thy walks and airy. proſpects charm no more; 


No more the ſummer in thy glooms allay d, Ire at 


© Thy evening breezes, and thy noon-day ſhade. 
From other ills, however Fortune fran d; 


735 Some refuge in the Muſe's art I found; 


ReluRant now I touch the trembling ſtring, 
Bereft of him, who taught me how to. ſing; 7 
And theſe fad accents, murmur'd o'er his urn, 
Betray that abſence, they attempt to mourn. 
O! muſt I then (now freſh my boſom: bleeds, 
And Craggs in death to Addiſon ſucceeds) 


The verſe, begun to one loſt friend, * x ; 
| e 4 
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ON THE DBATH or MR; ADDISON. 1 


Theſe works divine, which on his death-bed laid 
To thee, O Craggs, th' expiring fage convey d, 
Great, but ill-omen'd monument af fame, | 
Nor he ſurviv'd to give, nor thou to claim. . 
Swift after him thy ſocial ſpirit flies, 
And cloſe to his, how. ſoon?! thy coffin lies. 
Bleſt pair ! whoſe union future bards ſhall tel! 
In future tongues : each other's boaſt ! farewel, 
| Farewel ! whom, join'd in fame, in friendſhip try'd, 
No chance could 1 nor the mou I 
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COLIN, AND. LUCY: 
| A BALLAD. 


p Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 
4 Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid ftream 
f Reflect ſo ſweet a face: . 
Till luckleſs love, and pining _ 
Impair'd her roſy hue, | 
Her coral lips, and damaſk nn ; 
N And eyes of gloſſy blue. 
Oh! have you ſeen a lily = 
When beating rains deſcend ? 
So droop'd the flow-conſuming maid, 
Her life now near its end. 4 
By Lucy warn'd, of flattering ſwains 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair: | 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Fe perjur'd ſwains, beware, 
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Tbree times, all in the dead of nin, 
A bell was heard to ring; 
And ſhrieking at her window chrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing. 
Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemm boding ſouad 
And thus, in dying words, beſpokke 
The Py ound Þ 7 SUIS. 1% 
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* J hear a voice, you cannot hear, * | 
« Which ſays, I muſt not ſtay ; 
I ſee à hand, you cannot ſee, | 
„Which beckons me away: 
% By a falſe heart, and; broken vews, 
n early youth I die: 
«© Wal I to blame, becauſe his bride 
% Was thriceas rich as I? 


* Ah, Colin! give not her 220 vows, 
1 Vows dye ta me alone: 5 1? 
»-<- Nor thou, fond maid, : receive his Ib, 
% Nor think him all thy W n. | 
e To- morrow, in the church to wed, . 
e AImpatient, both prepare! : 
% Rut know, fond maid ; and know, falſe man, 
„ That Lucy will be'there! 


* 


Then bear my corſe, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegroom blithe to meet, 
He in his wedding-trim ſo gay 


I in ny winding · het. · 


COLIN. AND LUCY. 


'She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd, her corſe was borne, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet, 
He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 

She in her winding-ſheet. 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts ? 
How were theſe nuptials kepft? | 
The brideſmen flock*d round Lucy my 
And all the village wept. 
Confuſion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, | 
At once his boſom ſwell : - | 
The damps of death bedew'd his n 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


From the vain bride, ah, bride no more! 0 ä 


The varying crimſon fled, 
When, ſtretch'd before her rival's corſe, 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 
Then to his. Lucy's new-made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, | 
One mould with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever he remains. 


Oft at this grave, the condant und 


And. plighted maid are ſeen; „ 
With gadands gray, and true-love knots, 
They deck the ſacred green; 
But, ſwain forſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear; 


Remember Colin's dreadful fate, . 


And fear to meet him there. 
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T0. SIR GODFREY KNELLER AT HIS 
COUNTRY SEAT. 


10 Whitton's ſhades, and Hounſlow's airy plain, 
Thou, Kneller, tak'ſt thy ſummer flights in vain, 
Ta vain thy wiſh gives all thy rural hours 
To the fair villa, and well- order d bowers ; 
To court thy pencil early at. thy gates, 
Ambition knocks, and fleeting Beauty waits; 
The boaſtful Muſe, of others fame ſo ſure, 
Implores thy aid to make her own ſecure; 
The Great, the Fair, and, if aught nobler be, 
Aught more belov'd, the Arts ſolicit thee, 
6 How canſt thou hope to fly the world, in vain 
8 From Europe ſever'd by the circling main; 
| - Sought by the kings of every diſtant. land, 
And every hero worthy of thy hand? _ 
Haſt thou forgot that mighty Bourbon fear'd 
He ſtill was mortal, till thy draught appear'd ? 
That Coſmo choſe thy glowing form to place, 
Amidſt her maſters of the Lombard race? 5 
See on her Titian's and her Guido's urns, 
Her falling arts forlorn Heſperia mourns ; 
While Britain wins each garland from her brow, 
Her wit and freedom firſt, her painting now. 
Let the faint copier, on old Tiber's ſhore, 
Nor mean the taſk, each breathing buſt explore, 
Line after line with painful patience trace, 


This Roman grandeur, that Athenian grace: 


VR 
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Vain care of parts; if, impotent of ſoul, 
Th' induſtrious workman fails to warm the whole, 
Each theft betrays the marble whence it came, 
And a cold ſtatue ſtiffens in the frame. 

Thee Nature taught, nor Art her aid deny'd, 

The kindeſt miftreſs, and the ſureſt guide, 

To catch a likenefs at one piercing fight, 

And place the faireſt in the faireſt light; 

Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils, 

Or on thy palette lie the blended oils, 

Thy. careleſs chalk has half atchiev'd thy art, 
And her juſt image makes Cleora ſtart. 

A mind that graſps the whole is rarely found, 
Half learn'd, half painters, and half wits abound ; 
Few, like thy genius, at proportion aim, 

All great, all graceful, and throughout the ſame. 

Such be thy life, O ſince the glorious rage 
That ſir'd thy youth, flames unſubdued by age; 
Though wealth, nor fame, now touch thy ſated mind, 
Still tinge the canvas, bounteous to mankind; 
Since after thee may riſe an impious line, 
Coarſe manglers of the human face divine, 
Paint on, till Fate diſſolve thy mortal part, 
And live and die the manarch of thy art. 
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| e ee | 
O Marlborough's captaine tos Engenio's Friends, 
The laſt, Cadogan, to the grave deſcends: 

Low lies each hand, whence Blenheim's glory ſprung, 
The chiefs who) conquer'd, and the bards who ſung. 
From his cold corſe though every friend be fled, 
Lo! Envy waits, that lover of the dead: 
Thus did-ſhe feign o'er Naſſau's hearſe to moury ; 

Thus wept inſidious, Churchill, - o'er thy urn; 

To blaſt the living, gave the dead their due, 
And wreaths, herſelf had tainted, trim'd anew. 
Thou, yet unnam'd to fill his empty place, 
And lead to war thy country's growing race, 
Take every wiſh a Britiſh heart can frame, 
Add palm to palm, and riſe from fame to fame. 

An hour muſt come, when thou ſhalt hear with rage 
Thyſelf traduc'd, and curſe a thankleſs age: | 
Nor yet for this decline the generous ſtrife, 

' Theſe ills, brave man, thall quit thee-with thy life; | 
Alive though ſtain'd by every abject ſlave, a [ 
Secure of fame and juſtice.in the.grave. ex 
Ahl no——when once the mortal yiddds t to Fate, 
The blaſt of Fame's ſweet trumpet ſounds too late, 
Too late to ſtay the ſpirit on its flight, 

Or ſaoth the new inhabitant of light; 

Who hears regardleſs, while fond man, diſtreſs d, 
; Hangs on the abſent, and laments the bleſt. 


Farewell 
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Farewell then Fame, il ſought through fields and blood, 
Farewell unfaithful promiſer of good : 
Thou muſic, *warbling to the deafen'd ear! 
Thou incenſe waſted on the funeral bier! 
Through life purſued in vain, by death obtain'd, 
When aſk'd deny'd us, and when given diſdain'd. 
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AN oDE INSCRIBED TO THE EARL OF 
'SUNDERLAND AT WINDSOR. . 


L 
HOU'dome, where Edward firft enroll'd 
His red-croſs knights and barons bold, 
Whoſe vacant ſeats, by Virtue bought, 
Ambitious emperors have ſought : 
Where Britain's foremoſt names are found, 
In peace belov'd, in war renown'd, 
Who made the hoſtile nations moan, 


Or brought a bleſſing on their own - 
II. 


Once more a ſon of Spencer waits, 
A name familiar to thy gates; 
Sprung from the chief whoſe proweſs gain'd 
The Garter while thy founder reign'd, 
| He offer'd-here his dinted ſhield, 
The dread of Gauls in Creſſi's field, 
Which, in thy high-arch'd temple rais'd, 
For. four lorg centuries hath blaz'd, 
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Theſe ſeats our fires, a hardy kind, 

To the fierce ſons of war confin'd, 
The flower of chivalry, who drew 
With finew'd arm the ſtubborn yew : 
Or with heav'd pole-ax clear'd the field ; 
Or who, in juſts and tourneys {kill'd, 


Before their ladies' eyes renown'd, - 


Thong hart and henfooga:te the gromng: 


IV. 
In after-times, as courts refin' d, 
Our patriots in the liſt were join'd, 


Not only Warwick ſtain'd with blood, 


Or Marlborough near the Danube's flood, 
Have in their crimſon croſſes glow'd ; 


But, on juſt lawgivers beſtow'd, 


Theſe emblems Cecil did inveſt, | 
And gleam'd on wiſe Godolphin's breaſt 


V. 


So Greece, ere arts began. to riſe, 
Fix'd huge Orion in the ſkies, wy 
And ftern Alcides, fam'd in wars, — 
Beſpangled with a thouſand ſtars; y 
Till letter'd Athens round the pole 
Made gentler conſtellations roll ; 
In the blue heavens the Lyre ſhe ſtrung, 
And near the Maid the * Balance was 

VI. Then, 


*„ of Conſtellations. 
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VI. | 
Then, Spencer, mount amid the band, 


Where knights and kings promiſcuous ſtand. 


What though the hero's flame repreſs'd 


Burns calmly in thy generous breaſt! 


Yet who more dauntleſs to oppoſe” 


In doubtful days our home-bred foes | 


Who rais'd his country's wealth ſo high, 
Or view'd with leſs deſiring eye! 


| S410 + 5 
VII. F 


The ſage who large of ſonl ſurveys 


The globe, and all its empires weighs, 
Watchful the various climes to guide, 
Which ſeas, and tongues, and faiths divide, 
A nobler name in Windſor's ſnrine 


Shall leave, if right the Muſe divine, 


Than ſprung of old, abhorr'd and vain, 
From ravag'd realms and myriads ſlain. 
2 ane VIII. | q | 

Why praiſe we, prodigal of fame, 
The rage that ſets the'world on flame ? 
My guiltleſs Muſe his brow ſhall bind 
W hoſe godlike bounty ſpares mankind. 
For thoſe, whom bloody garlands crown, 
The braſs may breathe, the marble frown, - 


To him, through every reſcued land, 
Ten thouſand living trophies ſtand, 
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| Sometimes, ſurrounded with her virgin band, . 
 Gleams through the ſhades. She, towering o'er the reſt, 
Stands faireſt-of the fairer kind confeſt, 
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KENSINGTON GARDEN. 
* ohnen, wy I'oſ Tor” Viso. 


WII 8 bigh o'er the neighbouring 
laude 
Midſt greens and ſweets, a SS fabric, 3 | 


And ſees each ſpring, luxuriant in her bowers, 


A ſnow of bloſſoms, and a wild of flowers, 
The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair 
To gravel walks, and unpolluted air. Noe 
Here, while the town in damps-and darkneſs W. 
They breathe in ſun- nine, and ſee azure ſkies; 
Each walk, with robes of various dyes gt 
Seems from afar a moving tulip-bed, * 
Where rich brocades and gloſſy Ane glow, 4. 
And chints, the rival of the ſhowery bow. | 
Here England's daughter, darling of the land, 


n 


Form'd to gain hearts, that Brunſwick's cauſe deny d, 
And charm a people to her father's ſide. 
Long have theſe groves to royal gueſts been known, 
Nor Naſſau firſt prefer d them to a throne. 28 
Ere Norman banners way'd in Britiſh air; 
Ere lordly Hubba with the golden hair 
Pour'd in his Danes; ere elder Julius came; 
Or Dardan Brutus gave our iſle a name; 
A prince of Albion's lineage grac'd the wood, 
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The fcene of wars, and ſtam' d with lovers' blood. 
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You, who through gazing crowds, your captive throng, 
Throw pangs and paſſions, as you move along, | 
Turn on the left, ye fair, your radiant eyes, 

Where all unlevel'd the gay garden liess 
If generous anguiſh for another's pains | 
Ere heav'd your hearts, or ſhiver'd through n | 
Look down attentive on the wy dale, | 
And liften to my melancholy tale. 

That hollow ſpace, where now in living rows 
Line above line the yew's fad verdure grows, 
Was, ere the planter's hand its beauty gave, 
A common pit, a rude unfaſhion'd cave. 

The landſkip now ſo ſweet we well may praiſe > 
But far, far ſweeter in its antient day, 
Far ſweeter was it, when its peopled ground wn 
With fairy domes and dazzling towers was crown'd, = 
Where in the midft thoſe verdant pillars * | 
Roſe the proud palace of the Elfin King; 
For every hedge of vegetable green, | 
In happier years a crowded ſtreet was ſeen 
Nor all thoſe leaves that now the proſpect grace, 
Could match the numbers of its pygmy race. 
What urg'd this mighty empire to its fate, 
A tale of woe and wonder, I relate. 

When Albion rul'd the land, -whoſe {lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, | 
Their midnight pranks the ſprightly fairies play'd 
On every hill, and danc'd in every ſhade. 

But, foes to ſun-ſhine,” moſt they took delight 
In dells and dales conceal'd from human fight ; | 
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There hew'd their houſes in the arching rock; 
Or ſcoop'd the boſom of the blaſted oak; 
Or heard, o'erſhadow'd by ſome ſhelving hill, 
The diſtant murmurs of the falling rill. 
They, rich in pilfer'd ſpoils, indulg'd their mirth, 
And pity'd the huge wretched ſons of earth. 
- Ev'n now, tis ſaid, the hinds o'erhear their ſtrain, | 
And ſtrive to view their airy forms in vain : 
They to their cells at man's approach repair, 
Like the ſhy leveret, or the mother-hare, 
The whilſ'poor mortals ſtartle at the ſound - 
Of unſeen footſteps on the haunted ground. 
Amid this garden, then with woods o nn, 
Stood the lov'd ſeat of royal Oberon. 
From every region to his palace - gate MW 
Came peers and princes of the fairy ſtate, | 
Who, rank'd in council round the facred ſhade, 
Their monarch's will and great beheſts obey'd. 
From Thames fair banks, by lofty towers adorn'd, 
With loads of plunder oft his chiefs return'd : * 
Hence in proud robes, and colours bright and gay, 
| Shone every knight and every lovely fay, 4 x 
|| * Whoc'er on Powell's dazzling ſtage diſplay'd, 
Hath fam'd king Pepin and his court ſurvey'd, 
May gueſs, if old by modern things we trace, 
The pomp and ſplendor of the fairy-race, 
By magic fenc'd, by ſpells encompaſs'd round, 
No mortal touch'd this interdicted ground; 
No mortal enter'd, thoſe alone who came 
Stol'n from the couch of ſome terreſtrial dame: 
a pe, For 
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For oft of babes they robb'd the matron's bed, 
And left ſome ſickly changeling in their ſtead, 
It chanc'd a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was foſter d here, the wonder of the wood. 
Milkah for wiles above her peers renown'd, 
Deep-ſkill'd in charms and many a myſtic ſound, 
As through the regal dome ſhe ſought for prey, 
Obſerv'd the infant Albion where he lay 
In mantles broider' d o'er with gorgeous pride, 
And ſtole him from the {leeping mother's ſide, 
Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 
Ah, wretched nymph, to future evils blind! 
The time ſhall come when thou ſhalt dearly pay 
The theft, hard-hearted ! of that guilty day: 
Thou in thy turn ſhalt like the queen repine, 
And all her ſorrows doubled ſhall be thine: 
He who adorns thy houſe, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, ſhall at length deſtroy. 
Two hundred moons in their pale courſe had ſeen 
The gay-rob'd fairies glimmer on the green, 
And Albion now had reach'd in youthful prime 
To nineteen years, as mortals meaſure time. 
Fluſh'd with reſiſtleſs charms he fir'd to love 
Each nymph and little Dryad of the grove 
For ſkilful Milkah ſpar' d not to employ 
Her utmoſt art to rear the princely boy; 
Each ſupple limb ſhe fwath'd, and tender bone, 
And to the Elfin ſtandard kept him down ; 
She robb'd dwarf-elders of their fragrant fruit, 
And fed him early with the daiſy's root, 
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Whence Win his veins the powerful juices ran, 
And form'd in beauteous miniature the man. 
Vet ſtill, two inches taller than the reſt, 

His lofty port his human birth confeſt; 

A foot in height, how ſtately did he hewl 
How look ſuperior on the crowd below 

What knight like him could toſs the an lance i 

Who move ſo graceful in the mazy dance! 

A ſhape ſo nice, or features half fo fair, 

What elf could boaſt l or ſuch a flow of hair! 

Bright Kenna ſaw, a princeſs born to reigns. 

And felt the charmer burn in every vein, 

She, heixeſs to this empire's potent lord, 

Prais'd like the ſtars, and next the moon ador'd, . 
She, whom at diſtance thrones and princedoms view'd, 

To whom proud Oriel and Azuriel ſued, 

In her high palace languiſh'd, void of j joy, 

And pin'd in ſecret for a mortal boy. x 

He too was ſmitten, and diſcreetly ſtrove 
By courtly deeds to gain the virgin's love. 

For her he cull'd the faireſt flowers that grew, 
Ere morning ſuns had drain'd their fragrant dew 
He chac'd the hornet in his mid-day flight, 
And brought her glow-worms in the noon of night; 
When on ripe fruits ſhe caſt a wiſhing eye, 
Did ever Albion think the tree too high! | 
He ſhow'd her-where the pregnant goldfinch hung, 
And the wren-mother brooding o'er her young; 
To her th' inſcription on their eggs he read, 
CY Je clerks, the youth whom Milkab bred) 
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To her he ſhow'd each herb of virtuous juice, 

Their powers diſtinguiſh'd, and deſcrib'd their uſe: 

All vain their powers, alas to Kenna prove, 

And well fung Ovid, „There 's no herb for love.“ 
As when a ghoſt, enlarg'd from realms below, 

"Seeks its old friend to tell ſome ſecret woe, 

The poor ſhade ſhivering ſtands, and muſt not break | 

His painful filence, till the mortal ſpeak: 

So far'd it with the little love-fick maid, | , 

Forbid to utter, what her eyes betray'd. 

He ſaw her anguiſh, and reveaF his flame, 

And ſpar'd the bluſhes of the tongue-ty d dame. 

The day would fail me, ſhould T reckon o'er 

The ſighs they laviſh'd, and the oaths they ſwore 

In words ſo melting, that compar'd with thoſe 

The niceſt courtſhip of terreſtrial beaux 


Would ſound like compliments, from country clowns 


To red. cheek d ſweet hearts in their home · ſpun era 
All in a lawn of many a various hue 
A bed of flowers (a fairy foreſt) grew; 
*Twas here one noon, the gandieſt of the May, 
. The ſtill, the ſecret, ſilent, hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tulip's ample ſhade 
Sat the young lover and th' immortal maid. 
They thought all fairies ſlept, ah, luckleſs pair. 
Hid, but in vain, in the ſun's noon-tide glare ! 
When Albion, leaning on his Kenna's breaſt, _ 
Thus all the ſoftneſs of his ſoul expreſt: 
© All things are huſh'd. The ſun's meridran rays 
« Veil the horizon in one mighty blaze ; 
< Nor 
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Nor moon nor ftar in heaven's blue arch is ſeen 
With kindly rays to filver o'er the green, 
Grateful to fairy eyes; they ſecret take 
Their reſt, and only-wretched mortals wake. 
This dead of day I fly to thee alone, 


A world to me, a multitude in one. 


Oh, ſweet as dew-drops on theſe flowery lawns, 
When the {ky opens, and the, evening dawns ! 

_-< Straight as the pink, that towers ſo high i in air, 
-< Soft as the blow-bell ! as the daiſy, fair! 
| +© Bleſt be the hour, when firſt I was convey:d 
An infant captive to this bliſsful ſhade ! 
And bleſt the hand that did my form refine, 
And ſhrunk my ſtature to a match with thine? 

'< Glad IL. for thee renounce my royal birth, 

And all the giant-daughters of the earth. 

Thou, if thy breaſt with equal a edour burn, 

<< Renounce thy kind, and love for love return, 
80 from us two, combin'd by nuptial ties, 

A race unknown of demi-gods ſhall riſe, 
0 O ſpeak, my love | my vows with vows repay, 
And ſweetly ſwear my riſing fears away.” 
To whom (the ſhining azure.of her eyes 
More brighten'd) thus th enamour'd maid replies; 
„By all the ſtars, and firſt the glorious moon, 

-6 I ſwear, and by the head of Oberon, 

A dreadful oath.! no prince of fairy line 

Shall &er in wedlock plight his vows with mine, 
Where: eder my footſteps in the dance are ſeen, 
May toadſtools riſe, and mildes blaſt the green, 
3 4 5 May 
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May the keen eaſt· wind blight my favourite flowers, 
And ſnakes and ſpotted adders haunt my bowers. 
© Confin'd whole ages in an hemlock ſhade 
There rather pine I a neglected maid, 
Or worſe, exil'd from Cynthia's gentle rays, 
© Parch in the ſun a thouſand ſummer- days, 
Than any prince, a prince of fairy line, 
© In ſacred wedlock plight his vows with mine.” 
She ended: and with lips of roſy hue 
: Dip'd five times over in ambroſial dey, 
Stifled his words. When, from his covert. rear'd, 
The frowning brow ef Oberon appear'd. 
A ſun- flowers trunk was near, whence (killing fight ) 
The monarch'd iſſued, half an ell in height: 
Full on the pair a furious look he caſt, 
Nor ſpoke; but. gave his bugle-horn blaſt 
That through the woodland echoed far and wide, 
And drew a ſwarm of ſubjects to his fide. 
. A hundred choſen knights, in war renown'd, 
Drive Albion baniſh'd from the ſacred ground; 
And twice ten myriads guard the bright abodes, 
Where the proud king, amidſt his demi-gods, 
-For Kenna's ſudden bridal bids prepare, 
And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair. 
If fame in arms, with antient birth combin'd, 
A faultleſs beauty, and a ſpotleſs mind, | 
Jo love and praiſe can generous ſouls incline, 
That love, Azuriel, and that praiſe, was thine. 
Blood, only leſas than royal, fill'd thy veins, 
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains. 


4 


v8 TICK ELLIS POEMS. 

Where now the ſkies high Holland-Houſe invades, 

And ſhort-liv'd Warwick ſadden'd all the ſhades, 

Thy dwelling ſtoed: nor did in him afford 

A. nobler owner, or a loveher lord. 

For thee a hundred fields produc'd their ſtore, 

And by thy name ten thouſand vaſfals ſwore:; 

So loy'd thy name, that, at their monarch's choice, 

All fairy ſhouted with a general voice. 

Oriel alone a ſecret rage ſuppreſt, 

That from his boſom heav'd the golden veſt. 

Along the banks of Thame his empire ran, 4 
Wide was his range, and populous his clan. 

When cleanly ſervants, if we truſt old tales, 

Beſide their wages had good fairy vails, 

Whole heaps of ſilver tokens, nightly paid 

The careful wife, or the neat dairy-maid, 

Sunk not his ſtores. With ſmiles and powerful bribes 

He gain'd the leaders of his neighbour tribes, 

And ere the night the face of heaven had chang” d, | 
Beneath his banners half the fairies rang'd. 
Men- while, driven back to earth, a lonely way 

The chearleſs Albion wander'd half the day, 

A long, long journey, choak'd with brakes and thorns 
Ill-meaſur'd by ten thouſand barley-corns. 
Fir'd: out at length, a ſpreading ſtream he ſpy'd 
Fed by old Thame, a daughter of the tide: 

Twas then a ſpreading ſtream, though now, its fame 

Obſcur'd, it bears the Creek's inglorious name, 

And creeps, as through contracted bounds it ſtrays, 

A leap for boys in theſe degenerate days. | 
| | | On 
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On the clear cryſtal's verdant bank he ſtood, © | 
And thrice look'd backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice he-groan'd, and thrice he beat his breaſt, 
And thus in tears his kindred gods addreſt. 
II true, ye watery powers, my lineage came 
© From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame; 
© Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, - 
© Through all your grottoes waft my plaintive ſound; - 
© And urge the god; whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, _ 
© To grace his offspring, and aſſert my birth.* © © 
He ſaid, A gentle Naiad heard his prayer, 
And, touch'd with pity for a lover's carec,d, 
Shoots to the ſeaz where low beneath the tides 
Old Neptune in th* unfathom'd deep reſides, 
Rauz'd at the news, the ſea's ſtern ſultan ſwore 
Revenge, and ſcarce from preſent arms forbore : 
But firſt the nymph his harbinger he ſends, 
And to her care the favourite boy commends. 
As through the Thames her backward courſe * 
Driv'n up his current by the refluent tides, 
Along his banks the pygmy legions ſpread 
She ſpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. 
Soon with wrong' d Albion's name the hoſt ſhe fires, 
And counts the ocean's god among his fires ; q 
© The ocean's god, by whom ſhall be o'erthrown, 
© (Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. 
© See here beneath a toadſtool's deadly gloom 
© Lies Albion: him the fates your leader doom. 
© Hear, and obey; tis Neptune's powerful call, 
© By him Azuriel and his king ſhall fall.” 
„3 te 
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she fad: They bow'd : — pete 
With ſhouts their new-faluted-emperor. | 
Ev'n Oriel ſmil'd : atleaſt to Mile he ſtrove, .. f 
And hopes of vengeance triumph'd over love... r bio 
See now the mourner of the lonely ſhade... 
By gods proteRted, and by boſte obe) d. 
A ſlave, a chief, by fickle fortune's play, 
In the ſhort courſe of one revolving dax. 
What wonder if the youth, ſo ſtrangely bleſt, 
Felt his heart flutter in his little breaſt ! 
His thick embattled troops, with ſecret pride, - 
He views extended half an acre, widez, _ 
More light he treads, more tall he ſeems to . 
And ſtruts a ſtraw- breadth nearer to the ſkies. 
O for thy Muſe, great Bard“, whoſe lofty dias 
In battle join'd the Pygmies and the Cranes | 2 9 
Each gaudy knight, had I that warmth iris,” f 
Each colour d legion in my verſe ſhould ſhine, | 
But ſimple I, and innocent of art. 
The tale, that ſooth'd my infant years, e 
The tale I heard whole winter -eves, untir'd, | 
And ſing the battles, that my nurſe inſpir c. | 
Now the ſhrill corn- pipes, echoing loud to arms, 
IF To rank and file reduce the ſtraggling ſwarms. 
i Thick rows of ſpears at once, with aden de, | 
A A grove of needles, glitter in the air; 32012): 
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j And the gay hoſt, that now its. march. pes? 
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On Buda's plains thus formidably bright, Tee 
Shone Aſia's ſons, a pleaſing dreadful fight. © _ 5 t 
In various robes their filken troops were ſeen, | 
The blue, the red, and prophet s ſacred green: | 
| When bloeming Brunſwick, rear the Danube's flood, 
Firſt ftain'd his maiden ſword in Turkiſh blood, | 
Unſeen and filent march the ſlow brigades 
Through pathleſs wilds, and unfrequented ſhades. 
In hope already vanquiſh'd by ſurprize, 1 
In Albion's power the fairy empire lies; . _ 
Already has he ſeiz d on Kenna's charms, page nin 
And the glad beauty trembles in his arms, 
The march concludes: and now in proſpect near, 
But fenc'd with arms, the hoſtile towers appear. 
For Oberon, or Druids falſely ling, 3 4 
Wore his prime viſier in a magic BA... 
A. ſubtle ſpright, that opening plots foretold | 
By ſudden dimneſs on the beamy gold. 
Hence, in a creſcent form'd, his legions bright 
With beating boſoms waited for the fight; . 
To charge their foes they march, a glittering band, 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel ſtand, 
What rage that hour did Albion's ſoul PO. 
Let chiefs imagine, and let lovers gueſs! _ 
Forth iſſuing from his ranks, that ſtrove in vain 
To check his courſe, athwart the dreadful plain | 
He ftrides indignant : and with haughty cries 
To ſingle fight the fairy prince defies. | | 
Forbear ! raſh youth, th' unequal war to y; 
Nor, ſprung from mortals, with immortals vie. 
| P 2 | No 
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| No god ſtands ready to avert thy doom, be LE) 


Nor yet thy grandſire of the waves is come. 
My words are vain—no words the wretch can move, | 
By beauty dazzled, and bewitch'd by love : 


He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize, 1 
And ſees no danger, while he ſees her eyes. 


Now from each hoſt the eager warriors ſtart, 77 
And furious Albion flings his haſty dart, 


 *T'was feather'd from the bee's tranſparent wings... 


And its ſhaft ended in a hornet's ſing z 


But, toſt in rage, it flew without a wound, 1 3 


High o'er the foe, and guiltleſs pierc'd the ground. 


Not ſo Azuriel's: with unerring aim, 

Too near the needle· pointed javelin came, 

Drove through the ſeven- fold ſhield, and ſilken veſt, 
And lightly: ras'd the lover's ivory breaſt. 


With his keen fward he cleaves his fairy foe, 
Sheer from the ſhoulder to the waſte he cleaves, | 
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves. 
His uſeleſs ſteel brave Albion wields no more, 
But ſternly ſmiles, and thinks the combat o'er ; 
So had it been, had aught of mortal ſtrain, 
Or leſs than fairy, felt the deadly pain. 
But empyreal forms, howe er in fight 
Gaſn'd and diſmember'd, eaſily unite. 
As ſome frail cup of China's pureſt mold, 
With azure varniſh'd, and bedropt with gold, 


* 


Though broke, if cur'd by ſome nice virgin's hands, 5 


* its old ſtrength and * ne ſtands 3. 
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The tumults of the boiling bohea braves, 

And holds ſecure the coffee's ſable waves: 

So did Azuriel's arm, if fame ſay true, 

Rejoin the vital trunk whence firſt it gr -;; 
And, whilſt in wonder fix'd poor Albion ſtood, 
Plung'd the curſt ſabre in his heart s warm blood. 
The golden broidery, tender Milkah wove, 

The breaft, to Kenna ſacred and to love, 


Lie rent and mangled : and the gaping wound 4 | 


Pours out a flood of purple on the ground. 
The jetty luſtre ſickens in his eyes 
On his cold cheeks the bloomy freſhneſs die; 
Oh Kenna, Kenna, thrice he try'd to ſay, 
* Kenna, farewell ' and ſigh'd his ſoul away. 
His fall the Dryads with loud ſhrieks deplore, 
By fiſter Naiads echo'd from the ſhore, 
Thence down to Neptune's ſecret realms convey d, 


Through grotts, and glooms, and many a coral ſhade, 


The ſea's great fire, with looks denouncing war, 
The trident ſhakes, and mounts the pearly carr : 


With one ſtern frown the wide-ſpread deep deform, 


And works the madding ocean into ftorms. | 


O'er foaming mountains, and through burſting — 


Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides, 


"of 


Till through the Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 
It ſhobts, and lands him on the deſtin'd ſhore. 


Now fix d on earth his towering ſtature ſtood, 


Hung o'er the mountains, and o'erlook'd the nan | 


To Brumpton's grove one ample ftride he took, 
(The valleys trembled, and the foreſts ſhook) 
P 3 
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The next huge · ſtep reach'd the devoted ſhade, 
Where choak'd in blood was wretched Albion laid: * 
Where now the vanquiſh'd,. with the victors joiy'd,, 5 
Ro the regal banners ſtood combin'd. Ca 
h* embattled dwarfs with rage and ſcorn he paſt, | 
2 on their town his eye vindictive caſt, Wo 
In deep foundations his ſtrong trident cleaves, 69 
And high in air th up-rooted empire heaves; | 
On his broad enging the vaſt ruin hung, 8 
Which on the foe with force divine he flung: _ 3 
Aghaſt the legions, in th* approaching ſhade, | Wo | 
Th' inverted ſpires and rocking domes ſurvey d, 
That downward tumbling on the hoſt-below r 
Cruſp'd the whole nation at one dreadful blow. 
Towers, arms, nymphs, warrjors, are together loſt, 
And a whole empire falls to ſooth fad Albion's ghoſt. 
Such was the period, long reſtrain d by fate, 
And ſuch the downfal of the fairy ſtate. 
This dale, a pleafing region, not unbleſt, 14 
This dale poſſeſt they; and had ftill poſſeſt; 
Had not their monarch, with a father's prides 
Rent from her lord th* inviolable bride, 
Raſh to diffolve the contract feal'd above, _ 
The ſolemn vows and ſacred bonds of love., , . 
Now, where his elves ſo ſprightly danc'd the round, 
No violet breathes, nor daiſy paints the ground, 
His towers and people fill one common grave, 
A ſhapeleſs ruin, and a barren cave. 
Beneath huge hills of ſmoking piles he laß 
| — n a whole ſummer's days. 
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At length awak'd (for what can long reſtrain” 
Unbody'd ſpirits !) but awak'd in pain: | 
And as he faw the deſolated wood, 
And the dark den where once his empire ſtood, 
Grief chill'd his heart: to his half-open'd eyes” 
In every oak a Neptune ſeem'd to riſe: 
He fled : and left, with all his trembling peers, 
The long poſſeſſion of a thouſand years. 
Through buſh, through brake, through groves and. 
gloomy dales, 
Through dank and dry, o'er fireams and Lowery vale, 
Direct they fled; but often look d behind, 
And ſtept and ſtarted at each ruſtling wind. 
Wing'd with like fear, his abdicated bands 
Diſperſe and wander into different lands. 
Part hid beneath the Peak's deep caverns lie, 
In ſilent glooms impervious to the ſky ; 
Part on fair Avon's margin feek repoſe, _ 
Whofe ftream o'er Britain's midmoſt region flows, 
Where formidable Neptune never came, 
And ſeas and oceans are but known by fame: 
Some to dark woods and fecret ſhade retreat: 
And ſome on mountains thooſe their airy ſeat, 
There haply by the ruddy damſel ſeen, > 
Or ſhepherd-boy, they featly foot the green, 
While from their ſteps a circling verdure ſprings; 
But fly from towns, and dread the courts of kings. 
Mean-while ſad Kenna, loth to quit the .. 
Hung o'er the body of her breathleſs love, | 
Try'd every art, (vain arts!) to change his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows!) to join him in the tomb. 
P4 What 
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What could ſhe do? the fates alike \deny -,. 
The dead to live, or fairy forms.to die 
An herb there grows (the ſame old Homer. tells, 
Ulyſſes: bore to rival Circe's ſpells) _ | 

Its root is ebon-black, but ſends to light is: 
A ftem that bends with flowrets milky white, 
Moly the plant, which gods and fairies know, 
But ſecret kept from mortal men below. 1. 
On his pale limbs its virtuous juice ſhe ſſlied, 
And murmur'd myſtic numbers o'er the dead, 
When lo! the little ſhape by magic power 
Grew leſs and leſs, contracted to a flower; 
A flower, that firſt in this ſweet garden ſmil Mo 
To virgins ſacred, and the ſnow - drop ſtyl'd. 

The new- born plant with ſweet regret ſne view 0 
Warm'd with her ſighs, and with her tears bedew'd, 
Its ripen'd ſeeds from bank to bank cg vey'd, 
And with her lover whiten'd half the ſhade. 0 2 
Thus won from death each ſpring ſhe ſees him grow, 
And glories in the vegetable ſnow, 

Which now increas'd through wide Britangia's - 5k 

Its parent's warmth and ſpotleſs name retains, | 

- Firſt leader of the flowery race aſpires, . 

And foremoſt catches the ſun's genial fires, 

Mid froſts and ſnows triumphant dares appear, 

Mingles the ſeaſons, and leads on the year. 
Deſerted now of all the pigmy race, 

Nor man-nor fairy touch'd this guilty place. 

In heaps on heaps, for many a rolling age, 

It lay accurſt, the mark of Neptune's rage, 
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Till great Naſſau recloath'd the deſart ſhade, 
Thencefacred to Britannia's monarchs made. 
Twas then the'green-rob'd nymph, fair Kenna, came, 
(Kenna that gave the neighbouring town its name.) 

Proud when ſhe ſaw th' ennobled garden ſhine, - 
With nymphs and heroes of her lover's line, 
She vow'd to grace the manſions once her own, | 
And picture out in plants the fairy town. I 
To far-fam'd Wiſe her flight unſeen ſhe ſped, | j 
And with gay proſpects fill'd the craftſman's head, i 
Soft in his fancy drew a pleaſing ſcheme, | 
And plann'd that landſkip in a morning dream. 

With the ſweet view the fire of gardens fir'd, 
Attempts the labour by the nymph inſpir'd, 
The walls and ftreets in rows of yew deſigns, 
And forms the town in all its ancient lines; 
The corner trees he lifts more high in air, = | 
And girds the palace with a verdant ſquare; _ | 
Nor knows, while round he views the riſing ſcenes, - | 
He builds a city as he plants his greens, 
With a ſad pleaſure the atrial maid 

This image of her ancient realm ſurvey'd, | = 
How chang'd, how fall'n from its primeval pride! | 
Yet here each moon, the hour her lover dy d, | i 

Each moon his ſolemn obſequies ſhe pays, 
And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia's rays; 
Pleas'd in theſe ſhades to head her fairy train, 

And grace the groves where Albion's kinſmen reign, 
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EI form'd by nature, and refin'd by art, 
| Wich charms to win, and ſenſe to fix the heart! 
By thouſands ſought, Clotilda, canſt thou free { 
Thy crowd of captives, and deſcend to me? bs 
Content in ſhades obſcure to waſte thy life, 
A. hidden beauty, and a country wife. 
O! liſten while thy ſummers are my theme, 
Ah l footh thy partner in his waking dream 
In ſome ſmall hamlet on the Jonely plain, 
Where Tay, through mo rolls _ wy 
train; 
Or where high Windſor, thick with greens ed. 
Waves his old oaks, and ſpreads his ample dance, 
Fancy has figur d out our calm retreat; 
Already round the viſionary ſeat 1 
Our limes begin to ſhoot, our flowers to ſpring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to ſing. 
Where doſt thou lie, thou thinly-peopled green? 
Thou nameleſs lawn, and village yet unſeen? 
Where ſons, contented with their native ground, 
Ne er travel'd further than ten furlongs round; 
And the tann'd peafant, and his ruddy bride, - 
Were born together, and together died. 
Where early larks beſt tell the morning lighe, = 
And only Philomel diſturbs the night; 
?Midf gardens here my humble pile ſhall riſe, 
With ſweets ſurrounded of ten thouſand dies; 
All ſavage where th* embroider'd gardens end, 
be haunt of echoes ſhall my woods aſcend ; 2 
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And oh! if heaven th' ambitious thought approve, 

A rill ſhall warble croſs the gloomy groove, 

A little rill, oer pebbly beds convey d, 

Guſh down the ſteep, and glitter though, the glade. 

What chearing ſcents thoſe bordering banks exhale ! 

How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale! 

That thruſh how ſhrill i his note ſo clear, fo high, 

He drowns each feather d minſtrel of the ſkies. 

Here let me trace, beneath the purpled morn, 17 

The deep-mouth'd beagle, and the ſprightly horn; 

Or lure the trout with well-diſſembled flies, 

Or fetch. the fluttering partridge from the ſky. 

Nor ſhall thy hand diſdain to crop the vine, 

The downy peach, or flayour'd nectarine; 

Or rob the bee-hive of its golden hoard, 

And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy board. 

Sometimes my books by day ſhall kill the hours, 

While from thy needle riſe the filken flowers, 

And thou, by turns, to eaſe my feeble fight, 

Refume the volume, and deceive the night. 

Oh ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppreſt, 

Soft whiſpering, let me warn my love to reſt;  . 

Then watch thee, charm d. while ſleep locks every 
| ſenſe, 

And to ſweet heaven commend thy innocence, 

Thus reign'd our fathers o'er the rural fold, 

Wiſe, hale, and honeſt in the days of old ; 

Till courts aroſe, where ſubſtance pays for ow, | 

And ſpecious joys are bought with real woe. 

See Flavia's pendants, large, well-ſpread, and right, 
The ear that wears them hears a fool each night; 
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Mark how th' embroider d colonel ſneaks away, 
To ſhun the withering dame that made him gay; 
That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame; 
That rais'd his credit by a daughter's ſhame ; 


This coxcomb's ribband coſt him half his land, 
And oaks, unnumber'd, bought that fool a wand. 
Fond man, as all his ſorrows were ioo few, 


Acquires ſtrange wants that nature never knew, 
By midnight lamps he emulates the day, 


And fleeps, perverſe, the chearful ſuns away; 


From goblets high-emboſt, his wine muſt glide, ' 
Round his clos'd fight the gorgeous curtain ſlide; 
Fruits ere their time to grace his pomp muſt riſe, 
And three untaſted courſes glut his eyes. 
For this are nature's gentle calls withſtood, 


"The voice of conſcience, and the bonds of blood; 3 gh 


This wiſdom thy reward for every phin, FP 


And this gay glory all thy mighty gain. | 
Fair phantoms woc d and ſcorn'd from age to *. 178 


Since bards began to laugh, or prieſts to 
And yet, juſt curſe on man's aſpiring kind, 


Prone to ambition, to example blind, 


Dur children's children ſhall our ſteps purſue, 


And the ſame errors be for ever ne. 
Mean while in hope a guiltleſs country ſwain, ; 


My reed with warblings chears th' ĩimaginh'd plain. | 


Hail humble ſhades where truth and filence dwell ! 
Thou noiſy town, and faithleſs court, farewell! 
Farewell ambition, once my darling flame! 


FEE on, and the charm of fame! | 8 
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TO A LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. 22x 
In life's by-road, that winds through paths unknown, 
My days, though number' d, ſhall. be all my own. 
Here ſhall they end, (O! might they twice begin) 
And all ann n ewe 1 
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A POEM in PRAISE OF THE HORN-BOOK... 
WRITTEN UNDER A FIT OF THE GUUT, 


6 Magni magna patrant, nos non niſi ludicra—— 
——agrz hæc otia fecit.“ 
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AIL! ancient book, moſt venerable code! 
Learning's firſt cradle, and its laſt abodel 
The huge unnumber'd volumes which we ſee, 
By lazy plagiaries are ſtol'n from thee. 
Vet future times, to thy ſufficient ſtore, 
shall ne'er preſume to add one letter more. 
Thee will I ling, in comely wainſcot bound, 
And golden verge encloſing thee around; 
The faithful horn before, from age to age, 
Preſerving thy invaluable Page 3 
Behind, thy patron ſaint in armour ſhines, 
With ſword and lance, to guard thy ſacred lines: 
Beneath his courſer's feet the dragon lies wet 
Transfix'd ; his blood thy ſcarlet cover dies ; 
Th? inſtructive handle 's at the bottom fix'd, 
Leſt wrangling critics ſhould pervert the text. 
Or if to ginger-bread thou ſhalt deſcend, 
And liquoriſh learning to thy babes extend 
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Or ſagar'd plane, o'erfpread with beaten gold, 
Does the fweet treaſube of thy letters hold; 
Thou ſtill ſhalt be my ſong Apollo e, W 
J ſcorn t' invoke; Cadmus my verſe A 
»Twas Cadmus who the firſt materials brought 
Of all the learning which has ſince been taught, 
Soon made'compleat ! for mortals:ne'er ſhall know © 
More than contain'd of old the Chriſt-croſs ws... | 
What maſters dictate, or what doctors preach, 

Wiſe matrons hence, een to our children teach: 
But as the name of every plant and flower 
(So common that each peaſant knows its power) 
Phyſicians in myſterious cant expreſs, 

T amuſe the patient, and inhance their 9883 3 

8o from the letters of our native tongue: 

Put in Greek ſcrawls, a myſtery too is ſprung, 


K 


Schools are erected, puzzling grammars made, s 


And artful men ſtrike out a gainful trade ; 
Strange characters adorn the learned gate, 
And heedleſs youth catch at the ſhining bait; 
The pregnant boys the noiſy charms declare, - | 
And * Tau's, and Delta s, make their mothers ſtare 3 
Th' uncommon ſounds amaze the vulgar car, 
And what 's uncommon never coſts too dear. 
Yet in all tongues the Horn-book is the ſame, 
Taught by the Grecian maſter, or the Engliſh dame. 
But how ſhall I thy endleſs virtues tell, 
In which thou doſt all other books excell ? 
No greaſy thumbs thy ſpotleſs leaf can ſoil, | 
Nor crooked dogs-ears thy ſmooth corners ſpoil z 


* The Greek letters T, a. 


ok TAN HORN.-BOOE. 2 
2 In idle pages no/erratafrand, 1 OD 
N To tell the blunders of abe Püänter'e hand: ah 8 
5 No fulſoine dedication here is wit: 
Nor flattering verſe, to praiſe the author's wid: 11 
The margin with no tedious notes is ven d, | 
Nor various readings to confound the text: 
4 All parties in thy literal ſenſe agree, 
bs Thou perfect centre of concordancy 
Search we the records of an antient date, 
Or read what modern hiſtaries relate, a | 
They all proclaim what wonders have been done 
By the plain letters taken as they run : 
« * Too high the floods of paſſion us'd to roll, 
«© And rend the Roman youth's impatient foul; 
His haſty anger furniſh'd ſcenes of blood, 
«© And frequent deaths of worthy men enſued ; 
« In vain were all the weaker methods try'd, 
« None could ſuffice to ſtem the furious tide, 
<« Thy ſacred line he did but once repeat, 1 
And laid the ſtorm, and cool'd the raging heat,” 
Thy heavenly notes, like angels muſic, cheer | 
Departing ſouls, and ſooth the dying ear. 
An aged peaſant, 'on his lateſt bed, | 
Witſh'd for a friend ſome godly book to read ; "i 
The pious grandſon thy known handle takes, 
And (eyes lift up) this ſavory lecture makes: 
Great A, he gravely read; th' important ſound 
T be * _ mn rc roof nn "I 8s: 
* The advice given to Auguſtus by — 
the ſtoic philoſopher, 
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Th* expiring antient rear'd, his droeping.head, 

Aud thank'd. his ſtars that Hodge had learn'd and. 
Great B, the yonker bauls; O heavenly, breath 

What ghoſtly comforts in the hour of death! 

What hopes I feel | great C, pronounc'd = 

The grandfire dies with extaſy of joy. were 00 "Fol 
Vet in ſome lands ſuch ignorance abounds, _ 
Whole pariſhes ſcarce. know thy uſeful ſounds. 

Of Eſſex hundreds fame gives this report, 

But fame, I ween, ſays many things in ſport. 


Scarce lives the man to whom thou rt quite unknown, 


Though few th' extent of thy vaſt empire own. 
Whatever wonders magic ſpells can do 

On earth, in air, in ſea, in ſhades below; 1 
What words profound and dark wiſe Mahomet ſpoke, * 
When his old cow. an angel's gum took 4: 1 
What ſtrong enchantments ſage Canigia knew, ) 
Or Horace ſung, fierce monſters to ſubdue, c | 
O mighty book, are all ——— 515 . 

All human arts, and every ſcience meet, | | 
Within the limits of thy ſingle ſheet; 

From thy vaſt root all learning's branches grow, 

And all her ſtreams from thy deep fountain flow. 


And, 1o! while thus thy wonders I indite, 


Inſpir'd I feel the power of which I write; , 
The gentler gout his former rage forgets, LE bro. 
Leſs frequent now, and leſs ſevere the fits 
Looſe grow the chains which bound my uſeleſs feet; 
5 and r every * 1 3 
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POEM ON THE HORN-BOOK., my 


1 ſtand, I ſtep, I walk, amd ne I n.. 
Here let me ceaſe, my — —— 
Wann 
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cud Witt” OR, THE. LORDLING | 
THE GRANDSON OF A BLICKLAYER, GREAT» 


GRANDSON on A nr 


HERSITES of amphibious breed, 
Motley fruit uf mongrel ſeed: 
By the dam n 

By the fire exhal'd from dung: * 
Think on every vice in both, 
Look on him, and fee their + aa 

View him on the mother's Gde, * 
Fill'd with falſehbed, * nad pride, 
Poſitive and vver«bearing, - - 4 
Changing ſtill, and nee 
Spiteful, peevith, rude, untoward- 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ? 
When his friends he moſt is hard on, 
-Cringing comes to beg their WT <f 
Reputation ever tearing, 3 
Ever deareſt friendſhip fwearing. "IR 
Judgment weak, and paſſion ſtrong yg | 
Always various, YR WIR 9 1 


4 


Provocatibn never waits, | | 
Where he loves, -or where he kaws.” P, 


Q | 
» Votiva Tabul, Hos. 
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' Talks-what&er comes in his ane ith; 
'*-Wikhes it were all unſaid, Ln wi 4 * 8 
Let me now the vices: hs... t 101 v; 
From his father's feoundrel ne, n * 36 bags 
Who could give the looby ſuch airs N | 
57 Were they maſons ? Were they by MP 
Herald lend the Muſe an aeg, 5 
From his atavus and grandſire:; 
This was, dexterpus at his trowel, | 
That was bred to kill a cow well 2 
Hence the · greaſy clumſy _ RN 
In his dreſs and figure ſeen: iz | 
Hence that mean and ſordid Gould > | 
- Like his body, rank and foul: - t va 
Hence that wild ſuſpicious pezs , 
Like a rogue that/fteals-a/ſheep: '— - 
Hence he'learn'd the'butcher's guile, 
Now to cut a throat and fmile ee: 
Like a butcher doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife. 
_ _ - Hence he drawe his daily food, 
From his-tenant's vital blood. 
Laftly; let his gifts be try'd, | m 3. 
Borrow'd'frpin-the'maſon-ſide. 4 
Some, perhaps, may think him be 
In the ſtate to build a Babe!!! 
Could e place him in a ſtation 
To deſtroy the old foundation 
True, indeed, I ſhould be 3 


. Could-he learn . 4 laddgrs © 
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May he at his latter end | 
Mount alive, and dead deſcend. - 

In him, tell me, which prevail, 
Female vices moſt,. or male? 

What produc'd them, can you tell? 
Human race, or imp of hell ? 
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